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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Rom amidſt the: number of Songs, which 
are continually produced, the EviTor 


of the following Sheets has endeavoured, ac- 
cording to the moſt judicious Opinions he 
could procure in diſtinguiſhing their Merits, 
to ſeleQ the beſt; 


He flatters himſclf that the Reader will 
find this Collection the compleateſt of the 
kind, yet publiſhed in this Kingdom, as he 
has not only inſerted moſt of the celebrated 
Songs and Medleys that have lately appeared 
at the Theatres of London and DuBLiN, 
but has introduced a great number of ORr1- 
GINAL Pieces, never before printed, which 
have afforded the higheſt Entertainment in 
the private Societies of thoſe convivial Spi- 
Tits who are moſt diſtinguiſhed for Wit, 
Humour and Genius. 


It was thought the intermixing a few gocd 
Ballads, written many years ſince, of which 
ſcarcely any Copies could be obtained but 
what were mangled and deſpoiled by the 
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ignorance of Tranſcribers, would be no 
mall addition to this little Performance: For 
ſuch Productions, notwithſtanding they are 
OLD, have ſufficient Merit to preſerve them 
from ever becoming UNFASHIONABLE, 


The Epiror cannot conclude, without 
returning his thanks to Mr. SyuTER and 
Mr. WILD who have enabled him to en- 


rich this Collection with many little Pieces 


which he hopes will prove an elegant Enter- 
tainment, 
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= Whimſical lover's a prey to each care 167 

F A A man that's neither high nor low 21 

* A plague of thoſe wenches, | 39 
Ah! Nancy's time to difarm your bright eyes 61 

3} Alack and well-a-day 132 
All I wiſh in her obtaining 5 
All you who could wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs 98 
All about the may- pole how they trot | 133 

„ All attendants apart | 200 
es As wit, joke and humour together were fat 12 
fo As Lewis on his couch extended lay 17 


As Granville's ſoft numbers tune Myra's fair praiſe 45 
'* As long as our coaſt does with whiteneſs appear 61 
As I and Polly maying went 192 
As on her bed a lovely maid | 


192. 
As Chlce ply'd her ncedle's art 198 
At Lantavre, Got pleſs hut, a place of renown 5 
At length, by ſo much importunity preſs'd, 49 
At fairs and wakes — 148 
At length, mother Gunter 182 
N Auſpicious ſpirits guard my love - Os 
Beneath this ſad and filent gloom 8. 
Believe me, dear aunt 35 32 
Be gone I agree 34 


Beauty, wit and good- nature . 
Brother bucks all attend to the tune I ſhall ſing 15 
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Bra' John O' Boot was a bonny muckle mon 121 
Britons attend, J ſing in merry lay 204 
Britiſh Grenadiers | 46 
Capricious W a ſonnet needs muſt have 68 
Can the weak taper's feeble rays 95 
Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take | 36 
. Ceaſe, ceale my dear friend to explore 17 
Ccme hither, come hither, ye languiſhing ſwains 1 
al Come Roger, and liſten to where I have been 54 
Re Come, come, wy dear girl, 1 muſt not be denied 96 
3s Ho $3 Come 
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* Page 5 
i i Come laſſes and lads take leave of your dads 123 
1 Come let's ſupport our patron Pan 147 
Contented I am 188 
Come, haſte to our wedding 192 
F Cupid god of ſoft perſuaſion | 29 
Cuymon and Iphigenia 1160 
Dargle (the Songs in) | 192 7 
Daughter ſweet of voice and air 211 
Dear Molly J love you, I hope there's no harm go 
Diſlike not my fong, tho' tis to an old tune 711 
Do you ſee as a ſeaman Tl heave off 73 
Do you ſign his mittimus _ | 144 # 
Fairer than the op'ning lillies 47 
Fair (Songs in the) 125 6% 89 IM 
Fill your glaſſes baniſh grief "IS 
Fitzgiggo, an Engliſh uproar 212 
11 For ever fortune wilt thou prove 188 
4 Fox-Chace | 69 


Frolic and free for pleaſure born | | 
x From ploughing the ocean and threſhiog monſieur 97 


+ Gentle youth, ab, tell me why 27 
Girls are known 
Gin e'er Im in love 
Go, naughty man, I can't abide you 
Good people attend (if you can but ſpare time) 
Go, tuneful bird . 


Hard is the fate of him who loves 

Have you feen two figures tugging 

Half this vexation might ſet one diſtracted 

Haſte, Lorenzo, hither fly 

Hark, hark, jolly ſportſmen, a-while to my tele 

Hark the horn calls away 

He's as tight a lad to fee to 

Here you lee without deluſion 

Hence with cares complaints and frowning 
+ Hope! thou nurſe of young defire 

How cou'd you ſtrive my love to thwart 

How happy are we 
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How much ſuperior beauty awes 
How happy were my ways till now 
How vain are the efforts of art 
How bleſt is the man 


How bleſs'd the maid whoſe boſom 


Huzza for Pol ! 


If ever a fond inclination 
If ever Pm catch'd in thoſe regions of ſmoak 


If the ſwain we ſigh for preſs us 


if you can caper as well as you mod alete 
If into your hen-yard 

It in courts your ſuits depend 

If you take my advice 

It you wonder my fair 

In vain I every art aſſay | 

In vain do ſophiſts preach that heaven 


In infancy our hopes and fears 


In vain you tell your parting lover 
In lovely Jenny) s form is ſeen 

In ſtory we're told 

In thoſe greaſy old tatters 

love in his chair 


I ſing not of war, neither ſing I of peace 


told my nymph, I told her true 
I us'd, I remember it well | 
I write to true Britons, I mean not the men 


Kitty, my goddeſs of the night 


Let gay ones and great 

Let rakes and libertines reſign d 
Let fops pretend in flames to melt 
Let a rival your picture draw 


Let other men ſing of their goddeſſes bright 


Let others more forward behave 
Let Euler go meaſure the ſun 
Let us ev'ry tranſport prove 
Life's a garden, rich in treaſure 
Love in a Village (Songs in) 


Long has the town, O Lun! been war's by —_ 4 


Long 
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Page 
Long at the altar, god of love 44 

Love reigns ſupreme in female ſouls 127 

Lovely nymph aſſuage my anguiſn 3 

Lord Mayor's Day | 204 

Lovely beauty-breathing ſpring 166 

Love's a ſweet and ſoft muſician 186 

Long time my heart did roam 199 

Look round the wide world 202 

Lydia | 8 

Mamma! how can you be ſo ill-natur'd 131 

Made to our ſhame 146 

| | Miſtaken fair, lay Sherlock by DW oe, 

Midas (the Songs in) | 125 

. My heart's my own, my will is free 26 

My Dolly was the faireſt thing 35 
| My dear miſtreſs has a heart | 76 
My former time how briſk, how gay 9 

| | 

| My days have been ſo wondrous free 119 

6 My minikin miſs, do you fancy that Pol 138 

| My charming Sylvia fee 158 

Near a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring ſhade 110 

Ne'er will | be left in the lurch 139 
Now Europe enjoys a repofe from her wars "14 
Now we are free from college rules L120: 

No difference of character 128 

Now, let your jealous ſon 142 

No fear ſhall drive me ever hence 142 

Now I am ſeated | : 153 

Now the peace is fo ſorward, we hope it doth tend 74 

O boaſt no more thy deeds, proud France! 176 

_ Ofer the bowl we'll laugh and ſing 81 

Oh! had I been by fate decreed 26 

Oh! how ſhall I in language weak 34 

Oh! Hymen, propitious, receive in thy train 36 

On the white clifts of Albion, 22 

Once by the muſe alone inſpired 66 

On the wings of the air, this war we'll declare 76 

One evening good-humour brought wit as a gueſt 84 


One 
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One eventing at ambroſia] treat 
O Nancy wilt thou go with me 
+Oons! neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a trifle like this 
O, oracle, oracle ſpeak, now ſpeak 
Oracle (Songs 1n the) | 
Our Henries and Edwards old hiſtory ſhews 
O what pleaſure will abound 


Pho! pox o' this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er 
Prithee, Dorcas, forbear | 

Pray which of the nine ſhail T humbly invoke 
Pray, goody, pleaſe to moderate the rancour 
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Page 


86 
199 
35 
136 
201 

16 
139 

3 
101 
101 
130 


Puſh about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the heart 77 
Puſh the bumpers about, drink my toaſt and away 83 
Puſh about the briſk bowl, while at the Red lion 207 


Rarities of London 3 
Reflection, that makes mortals wiſ⸗ 
Robin-Hood and the biſhop 
Roaſt beef of Old England 


Saucy raſcal, this intruſion 

See! triumphant fits the bard 

Shall a paltry clown, not fit to wipe my ſhoes | 
Shall he run away with the laſſes 
Shepherds, ſure you never 


þ+ Since Hodge proves ungrateful, no farther I'll ſeek 37 


Since you mean to hire for ſervice 
Since firſt thoſe eyes enflaved my heart 
Sir Callaghan's ſong in Love-a-la-mode 
Some boaſt of Alexander 
Soft ſleep why fly'ſt thou 
> Still in hopes to get the better 
Struck by the warbling of a Eunuch's ſtrains 
Sweet Annie ſlowly left the ſhore | 
Sylvia, on her arm, reclining 
Sylvia, whoſe eyes are fatal as a gun 
'Tell me, thou ſoul of her I love 


Tell me, my Delia, tell me why 
There was a jolly miller once 


54 
159 
196 

57 


100 


153 
133 
134 
150 
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The honeſt heart where thoughts are clear 28 
The court and the city fine folks may extol 
Thoſe who in gardens take delight 

Think my faireſt how delay 

The world is a well furniſhed table 

The merchant whoſe veſſel, the winds. 

The heavy hours are almoſt paſt 

The world is a well furniſhed table 

The echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad 


The May day of life is for pleaſure 93 
Think not, lewd Jove 5 126 
Thoſe random threats are bare words | 135 
Thy daughters are two flirting queans 136 
The wolf that ſlaughter'd finds her whelps 141 
Thus armed with beer 5 | 145 
Tho' Auflria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders B81 
Thank'eſs ! — puſillanimuns 149 
Thy ruin, O Lewis, thy ſubjeQs relate 159 
The traveller benighted 38 
The girls of Kilkenny 1 5 308 
The morning is charmin 172 
Thomas and Sally (Songs in) 92 
'Tis time, my dear Nell, now to ceaſe from all ſtrife 2 
Tis money that ſeduces all mankind 9 
»Tis not wealth, 'tis not birth | 5 38 
*Tis Lucinda inſpires my fond ſong 191 
To George and Charlotte, happy pair 54 
To him who in an hour muſt die 67 
Jo take in good part the ſqueeze of the hand 75 
To happy ignotance . 1 
To earth be quick the caitiff diiv'n 2 
To avoid ridicule 127 
To blaſt a rival's happineſs | 136 
To Midas let the churl appeal 149 
To Celia thus fond Damon ſaid = 161 
Twas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells 87 
Lat mean you, Shon Engliſh, you make dis great pon- 
der 2 104 
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Waſt to ler ears, kind, gentle breeze 


Was ever poor fellow ſo-plagued with a vixen 


Well, well, ſay no more 

We women like weak Indians trade 
Well, come, let us hear, what the ſwain 
Well, if I continue but in the fame mind 
Were I as poor as wretch can be 
Well met, pretty maid 


When Czlia on her ſpinnet plays 
When firſt I ſaw thee graceful move 


What ſhepherd or nymph of the grove _, 
When learn'd folks in rhime make a rout 
Whence can you inherit 

When once love's ſubtle poiſon gains 


When l followed a laſs that was froward and ſhy 


When we ſee a lover Janguiſh 
Why will Delia thus retire 

When Fanny blooming fair 
Whenever, Chloe, I begin 
While the veſſel ſo cruelly lies 
What cheer, my honeſt meſſmates 


When I think on your truth, I doubt you no more 67 


When fair Serena firſt I knew 


When tuneful Damon breathed the flute 
When late with Betſey in the grove 
When I was a child | 


When I wasa young one, what girl was like me 
When the roſe is in bud, and blue violets blow 


Whilſt on thy dear boſom lying 

When gentle Partheniſſa walks 

When at your foe 

Why, Ny: you're loſt to ſhame 

When gathering clouds obſcure the ſky 
When fairies dance round on the graſs 
What the devil's here to do? ye loggerheads 
Why! you pitiful ſcrub | 
When mighty roaſt beef 7 

When Venus queen of ſoft deſire 

Why heaves my boſom up and down 


117 


118 
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When the nymphs were contending 
With ſhouts of gladneſs rend the ſky 9 
Wine, wine is alone the briſk fountain of mir th 
With fun my diſgrace III parry 

With women and wine 


Ye critics above, and ye critics below 

Ye virgins, who do liſten to 

Yes, all your wealth I ſcorn, - 

Ye patriots of Albion 

Ye fair married dames : 
Ye fair, who ſtrine thro' Britain's iſe | 
Young I am, and fore afaaid 

You tell me, dear Tom, like a faint-hearted toad | 
You bid me write, and fain would I 

Young Beſs looks ſae bonny 
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See , ef. &. Bodo go. 
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Invitation to COM US's Covrr. 
9 OME hither, come hither, ye languiſhing 


ſwains, 

Yes Here's a balm that will cure and relieve all 
your pains : 

To the ſountain of pleaſure in rapture reſort, 

'Tis the ſummons of Humour to Comus's court. 


then the ſummons obey ; 
A while leave your cares, and to pleaſure away, 


There Phebus ſhall fing and old Mymus ſhall laugh, 
And his bottle of nectar, brave Bacchus ſhall quaff ; 
While Time, honeſt Time for a while ſhall be Ri, 
And fit down like a Soul, - he lipples his fill. 
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Nor care nor miſtruſt mall intrude on our joys, 
Lis Comus invites, then away my brave boys, 


Should loſſes or croties, perplex you, be ſure 

Ply the glaſs briſkly round for misfortune a cure; 

A e 5 of old had recourſe to the bowl, 

And the Doctor they ſay was a ſpecial good Soul; 
Whilz Health, roſy Health fiils the bumpers around, 
Por without them, he ſwears, there's no bliſs to be 
found. 


Then away my brave fellows to Comns's ſhrine, 
Where Fiete and Humour impaxtially join; 
Waere freedom and nurth with the bottle unite 
'Fo beguile all your carzs and with rapture delight; 
hen hark to the cayl and the ſummons obey, 
Its Corus invites to the Temple away ! 
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103$SO N's Parley with NELL; Or, a Trip to the 
CORONATION. 


1 iS time, my dear Nell, now to ceaſe from all 
{trife, 


Our manners to mend, and begin a a new life ; 1 
No more | will flout thee, no more Tl be frown'd ; 
Nel, we'll go to London, to fee the king crown n'd. 


The king did proclaim, when his reign did begin, 
That to wear and to ſcold, was a horrible ſin; 
Then {cold me no more, and in peace I'll be found; 
Netl, we'll go to London, to fee the King c.uwn'd. 


There, Nell, we ſhall ſee the King © a1 in his robes. 
Ti ne lords in their laces, the ladies with bobs; 
'] he 


J he | 


3) 


The knights in their garters, and titles renown'd ; 


Nell, we'll go to London, to ſee the King crown'd. 


O then we ſhall ſee the fine crownation chair, 

All cover'd with crimſon, and gould that does glare, 
The cuſhion and canopy laced around; | 
Nell, we'll go to London, to ſee the King crown'd, 


The biſhops in lawn then, a// fine and a clean, 
Will on the King's head ſet the crown fo ſerene, 
With gems ſo beſplanged all eyes to confound ; 
Nell, we'll go to London, to ſee the King crown'd. 


The bible preſented, the King he will ſwear, 

All right for to do, without favour or fear, | 

How the drums they will beat, and the trumpets wil! 
ſound ! | 

Nell, we'll go to London, to ſee the King crown'd. 


How the bells they avi ring, and the rockets will fly, 
How the bombs and the guns then, will roar in the ſky, 
The ſerpents and fireballs, how whiz on the ground! 
Nell, we'll go to London, to ſee the King crown'd. 
How the bumpers will flow too, to King George the 
Third. | 
A true Britiſh monarch, I'Il give you my word: 
Long, long may he reign, and may plenty abound ; 
Come Nell, let's to London, to ſee the King crown'd, 


$ O N G. III. 
The HONEST FELLOW. Ser by Dr. ANR. 
HO! pox o this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 


And talk of your Fhillis and Cloe no more; 
Their face, and their air, and their mein, what a rout! 


Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape ; 


'They dare not contide in the juice of the grape, | 
B 2 But 
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My toaſt ſhall be this whilſt I've liquor to quaff, 
Hoys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


: [| Told my nymph, 1 told her true, b 


4 


Nut we honeſt fellows, ſdeath who'd ever think 4 oy 
Of FRO for love, while he's able to drink. C: vt 
Of puling, &. 43 


Tis wine only wine that true pleaſure beſtows, 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old us'd to fling, 
The man that is drunk is as prone as a king. 


The man, &c. 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his 2 
Anacreon's caſes, ſee page twenty-ſix ; 

The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul ; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl. 


Lay hold, &c. 
What's life but a \ frolick, a ſong, and a laugh? 


May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound ! 
ee fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


8 N 
Sung by Miſs Tyomas at Ranelagh. 


My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few; 
While fault'ring accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove fincere. 

'That Flavia might not prove ſincere, 


Of flocks deſtroy'd by vernal cold, 4 | 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold ; a 
Of thele ſhe heard, yet bore to hear, 3 
And is not T lavia then ſincere? | 5 
And is not Flavia, &c. 3 
How chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 3 
The niends 1 lov'd became unkind; _ E 
Sie heard end hed a generous tear, | 4 
And is not Flavia then lincere ? 9 
And is not Flavia, &c. # 
How, 5 


&. 


Kc. 


cc. 


* 
Ac 
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9 How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 
My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs ; 

This too ſhe heard, and fmil'd to hear, 

And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. 

4 And Flavia _ Ac. 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 
Deſpoil'd of all which you rcvere, 

1 know my Flavia's love ſincere. 

L know my Flavia's love ſincere. 
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HUGH MORGAN': Lameatation. 


T Llantavre, Got pleſs hur, a place of renown. 

"4 Hur was brought up, and porn, 'twas a prate 
8 gallant town, | 

Hur father, Got pleſs hur, was keep a goot houſe, 
Where never was lack of goot putting and ſowſe. 

1 Oh the houſe of hur father, hur father's goot houſe, 
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„ Where never was lack of goot putting and ſowſe. 
bf +: Prafe barra-mennin* and goot barta chowſe + ; 
4 And was it not, look ye, a plentiful houle. 


Hur father, Got pleſs hur, was prafe gallant man, 
A /hentleman, look you and Morgan hur name, 
Great wonders hur did in the wars of the place, 


WW hich caus'd many ſcars on hur worſhip's goot face. 
Oh the houſe. Ke. 


So great was hur might, hur ſtrength, and hur nower, 
For hur iprung from the loins of great Over Glendour 75 
| Hur ſlew many ſhiants, rcliev'd many a maid, 


A knight of 4 8 valour, — but a Cobler by trade. 
Oh the hou e, &c. 


Of dunnocks and goats hur had got ſtore and plenty; 
Of Lecks a great Leden, with cabbages dainty; 
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* Bread and Butler. + Bread and Cheeſr 
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A.! old Woodcock's bill for a pe with good liquor, 
Doo comfort hur Noſe when hut fat in hur Wicker. 
| Oh the houſe, &c. 


Now hur father was tead—oh peace to hur relique, 
Mt | Hur was tead of the wind in hur guts and the colic, 
my - Hur houſe, goots and chattles hur left to hur ſon, 

| „ Who was look'd at by all as a thriving young man. 
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Went thorough hur brea/tbone, and ſtuck in hur liver, 
Hur ploot poil'd and oe and glow'd in a trice, 
But Winnefred's, look you, was frozen as ice. 

| On, the marfelous eyes, &c. 


% 
| Oh the houſe, &c. 8 
f | | h Hu 
| But the firſt of grate March, on St. Taffid's grate day, ' 
A As thorough Llantavwre hur took hur beſt way, 
With hur /eek in hur hat to the ſhow hur was going, a ] 
| i| With Shenkin and Morgan, and Watkin and Oven. mM 
F | | Oh the houſe, &c. 1 
'F | Now as hur was paſling the folks all among, © 
1 Sweet Winnefred's face hur beheld in the throng; by 
S t. Dawid, how great was poor Hughy's ſurpriſe ! 9 
1 When hur felt the ſharp nettles that ſhot from hur eyes. i 
Ml. Oh the marfelous eyes of ſweet Winnefred Shones, 4 
1120 Which makes hur fit ſobbing with ſighings and groans, 
34:88 Making kur moans, ſighings and groans, = 
it | Oh the marfelous eyes of ſweet Winnefred Shanes. . 
Ts | I The very firſt ſhaft hur receiv'd from hur quiver, 5 
. 5 
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By Cheſu hur ſwore hur wou'd pluck up hur courage, 


|| Hur went to hut and ſwore hur was as goot as /eek portage, ' 
But hur gimlet hur cock'd with an eye of diſdain, | i 
1 Which pierc'd hur heart thorough and thorough again. 4 
|}, . Oh, the marfelous eyes, &c. = V 
' Hur told hur in many ſweet ditty and carol, 3 A 
#''' Hour love was as great as hur anceſters were all, ' a 
1 But in vain thoſe ſweet ditties and carols hur ſung, 
14 Unheeded bur harp hur ſo often had ſtrung. 
Ob, the marfelous eyes, &c. 
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cott ſplutter hur ſwore, for hur was in a paſſion, 
Hur would hate all ſuch jades as the plagues of a nation. 
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So now hur will pack up hur alls and be going, 
And leave off ſuch pripples and prapples as loving, 
Farewell to Llantabre of faireſt renown, 
Hur il ſeek hur goot fortune in London fine town. 
Then adieu to the houſe, oh, hur father's fine houſe, 
Where never was lack of goot putting and ſowſe, 
27} Brave barra-mennin, and goot barra-chowſe; 
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Oh, was it not, look you, —a plentiful houſe? 


1 : 

* S ON G VI. 

9 Sung by Mr. Manon. 

18 AFT to her ears, kind, gentle breeze 
Ft A hapleſs Lover's lay ; 7 
Tell her that, while ſhe lies at eaſe, 

I die, I die away. | ; 

This to her tender boſom bear, 


And tell her all my pain, 
Ad if a ſpark of pity's there 
O fan it to a flame. 
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'F W HEN firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 

Ah me! what meant my throbbing breaſt ? 
# Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love? 
5 If love thou art, then farewell reſt. 


With gentle looks aſſuage my pain; 
Thoſe looks that firſt did Jove create; 
And tho? you cannot love again, 


In pity, ah! forbear to hate. 
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RECIqTZA-TEYVE:; 


ENEATH this fad and filent gloom 
| I waſte in ſighs my youthful bloom; 
But not the ſhades that baniſh day 
Drive Lydia's brighter form away. 
Es, AFR. 
Lovely maid, all charms adorning, 
Born to give ſupreme delight : 
Fairer than the roſy morning, 
Or the ſilver queen of night. 
Why, ingrateful, wilt thou leave me ? 
Stay, thou cruel fair-one, ſtay ; 
Death attends if thou deceive me ; 
Lydia, why ſo far away. 


RECITATIVE. 
I dream that all her lovely charms 


Are folded in my rivals arms. 


AIR. 
See, ſhe claſps the happy boy! 
Anguiſh waſte; 
Light'ning blaſt ; 
Heav'n forſzke him ; 
Hell o'ertake him; 
Leer he taſte the riſing jcy. 
RECTTA'TTIYEE. 
No let him triumph——Let him prize 
The ſaichleſs wretch, whom I defpife. 
ATR: 
Wander, Lydia, fo will!, 
And to nobler conqueſts fly: 
Gay and airy, | 
Born to vary, 
Soon the resch'rous ſair ſnal] ſeę 
[ can be falſe as well as ſhe, 


E CAB TATA. 
Set by Dr. Arxe.—Sung by Miſs Youxc. 
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V 
Tune Tis woman that ſeduces, &c. | 


15 money that ſeduces all mankind ; 
W hat havoc does it make in the human heart! 


It makes the judge and juſtice often blind, 
And villains ride in coach——infiead of cart. 


3 For that the handſome damſel weds old Hunks, 
No matter how decrepid, if he's rich ; 


F For gold ſhe barters beauty, like poor punks; 


> 


Ml.ore proſtitute than whores, the venal bitch- 


ir oo NOx 
: : | | 
On our Succeſs in the preſent War. 


[Tune — Britannia Rule the waves. ] 


5 \ N 7ITH fhouts of gladneſs rend the ſky, 
4 While Britiſh heroes ſrom afar 
Return, with trophies lifted Ligh, 
Exulting in the ipoil* of war. 
On old Ocean's waves they ride, 

Borne in triumph ofer the tide. 


Pe vanquiſh'd nations bend the knee 
2 Thatin your victors friends ye find, 
Who ſet the ſlaves of tyrants free, 
And guard the rights of human kind. 
FH On old Oceans waves'they ride, 

| Borne in triumph o'er the tide. 


Preferr'd by heav'n to ſcourge the foes 
90 juſtice, danger is their ſcorn ; 
Its birth to freedom, valour owes, 
And Britons all are heroes born! 
8 On old Ocean's waves they ride, 
Borne in triumph o'er the tide. 


Hail native country! matchleſs iſle, 
f 4 Whoſe free - born ſons to realms give law; 
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While 


610) 
While ſuppliant monarchs court their ſmile, 
Who keep the trembling world in awe. 
On old Ocean's waves they ride, 
Borne in triumph o'er the tide. 


Hibernia too her aid has join'd 
To crovn thee o'er all nations queen; 
Her ſons with equal glory ſhin'd, 
And brought new ftrength to thy marine. 
On old Ocean's waves they ride, 
Borne in triumph o'er the tide. 


b N xt 
Set and Sung by Mr. VERNOx. 


H AT ſhepherd or nymph of the grove 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, | 
Since Chloe no longer is near: 
My flocks, if at random they ſtray, | 
What wonder! ſince ſhe's from the plain; 
Her hand they were won't to obey, | 
She ruPd both the ſheep and the ſwain. 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd 
TL.o the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 

To the bower that is built in the ſhade, 
To the river that runs by the mill. 
There oft” by my fide as ſhe lay, 

And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
And the bleating of lambs from the told. 


She was all my fond wiſhes cou'd aſk ; 
She was all the kind gods cou'd impart ; 
She was nature's moſt beautiful taſk ; 
The deſpair and the envy of art. 
She was all that was worthy to prize ; 
In all that was lovely was dreſt; 
For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 


And the virtues all lodg'd jn het breaſt. 
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By G. A. STEVENS. 
Tune — The firſt time at the Looking-glaſs. 


w HEN learned folks in rhyme make a rout, 


They invoke the gods of the Greeks, fir ; 
On Pegaſus jump and gallop about, 
As if wanting to break their necks, fir; 
But fimple me, ſo high can't ſing, 
To Parnaſſus I make no pretences 
All I can ſay is“ God bleſs the King. 
«« May his ſubjects keep in their ſenſes.” 


For in vanity's ſpite our thoughts run aſtray, 
We are troubl'd with fits of the mother; 
We'll be wiſe- men to-morrow, tho' filly to-day, 
The next day, nor one thing, no t'other. 
When we loft Port Mahon our ſpirits were daſh'd, 
Nay, crazy we were for a ſeaſon, 
And, mad-men like, till we got heartily threſh'd, 
We could not recover our reaſon. 


'T1s true it is pity, and pity 'tis true; 
But I beg you'll believe a poor poet, 

In the glats of ſelf-love, tho' we've wiidom in view, 
Yet we're moſt of us mad but won't know it. 

Law and phyſic, by ſome folks, are thought to be bad, 
Becauſe their effects may annoy chem; 

Yet lawyers and doctors we won't ſet down mack 
But we'll Item all thoſe who employ them. 


More or leſs to the ſcurvy, mankind are a prey, 
It you pleate to believe your phyſician ; 

And a man when he's mad, I will venture to ſay, 
Is but in a ſcurvy condition. 


Wine makes our blood: good, and good blood makes u us 
ſound. 


If you'll Recipe tantum Jufficit, 


Since for ma neſs, my friends, I've this remedy. found, 
Let none be to | mad as to miſs it. 
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S Wit, Joke and Humour together were ſat, 74 
With liquor a plentiful ſtock, 1 

Still varying the ſcene, with ſong and with chat, 
The watchman bawl'd, © paſt twelve o'clock.” 


At that hour I've read, oft ſpirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright, 

Juſt then in that inſtant, one enter'd the room, 
An antient pale face, meagre ſprite. 


The phantom appear'd and the candles burnt blue 
Wit and Humour began for to ſtare ; 
Cries out, Joke! © look'e friends, this is nothing new, 
«© Behold !—lſee, tis only Old Care.” 


« J know he would tell us, twas Time ſent him here, 
| « And tell us tis time to be gone; 3 
„But we'll tell him this, let him think what he dare, 
„We'll finiſh him e'er it be one.“ 


They quickly agreed, and about it they went, 
Reſolving of Care to get free; 

Wit mov'd it, —and ftrait they all join'd in conſent 
To lay the ghoſt in the red-ſea. 


Whole bumpers of claret they quickly drank off, 
And fav'rite toaſts they went round; 
When Humour well pleas'd, thus ſet up a laugh: 
Quoth he, how Care looks now he's drown'd.” 


When loud ſhouting began, huzza they all cry'd, 
« We're rid of this troubletome gueſt, 

« Fill your bumpers around, let this be our pride, 
« To finy, laugh, and drink to the beſt.” 


Now their blood running high with a conquell ſo great, 
Io ſinging and drinking they fix; 
With the lun they aroſe, with ſpirits elate, 


And deccntly parted at fix. 


7 SONG 


(33 F 
$ 0 N G XIV. 
The TOAST'S: 


O W Europe enjoys a repoſe from her wars, 

And fair-fac'd commanders ſleep fearleſs of ſcars, 
Lads, liſt under love, come your leſſons ÞIl teach, 

To your breaſt-work advance, boys; and batter in breach. 
Sing tantara rara toaſts all, toaſts all, 

Sing tantara rara toaſts all ! 


*Tis Venus commands, for engagement prepare, 


In Cupid's campaigns, our foes are : |! fair 
As fair let us fight and make proper ſeizure, 


Here's a health to our enſign the fiandard of pleaſure, 


Sing tantara, &Cc. 


The wiſh of the ſportſman ſhall firſt be recounted, 


Like him, each fair lady loves weil to be mounted : 
The lover in this toaſt has likewiſe a ſhare, 
For he, huntſman like, is for ſeizing the hare. 


Sing tantaia, &c. 


Charge with bumpers in hand to your lips the glaſs lift, 

May we never want vigour when put to a ſhitt ! 

And that we may never of happineſs miſs, 

May we kiſs whom we plcaſe, and pleaſe whom we kits! 
Sing tantaia, &c. 


To the laſs that's lamb- like be a bumper replete, 


Who ſtill wags her tail while ſhe ſucks at the teat ! 


Here's the ring of Hans Carval, may ev'ty buck win it! 
And to all equal joy in the critical minut? ! 1 
| Sing tantara, &c. 


Ye bucks! once again let your glaſſes be ſeiz'd, 
Here's the eye that weeps moſt when 'tis beſt and moſt 


pleas'd ! 
And ſtill to go on with my favourite theme 
Here's to dying virginity unction extreme! 
Sing tantara, &c. 
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(14) 
Ye ſportſmen ! whoſe ſtomachs ſor feeding are ft, 
Come here, and Þ'il give you four hams on one ſpit : 
And leaſt you ſhould think yourſelves not fully fitted, 
Here's the meat that beſt baſtes itſelf when 'tis beſt 
ſpitted ! Sing, tantara, &c. 


Let us now toaſt ſome. females ; the firſt my muſe greets 
Is the bookbinder's wife who well ſtitches in ſheets! 
Next the brown ſernale reaper, whos the harveſt will 


hand in, 
And lo well does her work, not an handfull leaves 
ſtanding. ding tantara, &c. 


Next the houſemaid ſo nice who is ſtill on her guard 
To keep the ſtones clean and well ſcour the yard! 
And her architeCt-ſiſter, the joy of all people, 


Who the ſtones can replace when ſhe's pull'd down the 


ſteeple! Sing tantara, &c. 


Here's the miller's wiſe's muſic ! worth all other tones, 
When the fluice is ſer open will ſtrong grind the ſtones: 
To the maker of baſkets! his wite's worth a bottle, 
Who ſtrips down the bark, and yet ſafe keeps the 
wattle. Sing tantara, &c. 


Here's the frugal young wife! who her huſband be- 
friends, 

And carefa'ly faves what he olenrifud ſpends : 

Here's the beſt of the lexes ! when both frequent rally; 

Here's the frolickſome playhouſe that's built in ſmock 
alley! Sing tantara, &c. 


Here's the markſman who never at ſhooting deſpairs, 

Who a coney can hit 'midſt a million of} | 

Here's the wonder of roots! fit for ladies to ſpan, 

That ood 'tyixt two ſtones in the fam'd iſſe of man. 
| Sing tantara, &c. 


Heres Bathſheba's cockpit! where David ſtood centry ; 
Eve's cuſtom-houle | ' where Adam made the firſt entry. 45 
ere's 
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Here's the rough road of love, to the ſmooth waterfall ! 


Nay, here's in plain terms ! that's one. word 
for all ! | 
Sing tantara rara toaſt all, toaſt all, 
Sing tantara rata toaſt all. 


5 0 N G xv. 
B UC K's SONG: 
Dedicated to the Brethren of that Noble Order: 


[Tune — Tantata rara Maſk all.] 


Rother Bucks all attend to the theme J ſhall ling, 

XI And in chorus ſo loud make the ceiling to ring, 
From thence to the ſkies let your voices teſound, 

While each heart glows with mirth, and the bumpers 

go round. Sing tantara rara Bucks all, 


But firſt to our GRAND let us due homage pay, 
And may each grateful buck his loy'd ediQs obey ; 
May his breaſt fraught with candor be open and free, 
And may all in high flation be honeſt as he. 

Sing tantara, &c. 


From ſacred records our ſanction we trace, 
Ot old Nimrod the buck, who was fond of the chace ; 


But fince that our Order's fo general become, 


Bucks are ev'ry where made, both abroad and at home. 
| | Sing tantara, &c. 


Now to bucks of all ſects in a health let us join, 
Here's the bucks of the Bell, and the bucks of the Vine, 
Here's the lodge at the Platter, and likewiſe to thoſe 
Of our order ſo true, at the Sun and the Roſe. | 

| Sing tantara, &e. 


Let him therefore who rails at our high appellation, 
Whate'er be his worth, or whatever his ſtation, 
| C2 | Weigh 


(16) 
EZ Weigh —_— the point,--—and pray hard for good 
BR} ei : | Fn | 
Or it's twenty to one but incop. he's a buck. 
2 5 . Sing tantararara, &c. 


Here's the politic buck, whoſe high antlets well tipp'd, 1 
Shakes his purſe at the world while his doe's taitly 0 
leap'd; 7 

\ Here” a glaſs of condolance to each plodding cit, 
| That's familiarly buck'd by a lord or a wit. 4 
Sing tantararara, &c: 5 


Here's Sir Grawity too in a bumper fo clear, 
Wo bit at our ſanction caſts many a ſneer; 
"tho in public he rails, yet in private we know, 
Ss He's a buck every inch, —I appeal to his doe. 
| | Bing tantararara, & e. 


To en — 1 Foe "0G — 


Now to Bucks of all kinds we have toaſted ſucceſs, 
Here's the ſweet pretty Does, for can true Bucks do leſs? 
Then join in the chorus with accents ſo ſhrill, 3; 
And may each jolly Buck—have a Dor at his will. 1 
: Sing tantararara Bucks all, 


e 


| S 0 N G XVI. 


Mt Uk Henties and Edwards old hiſtory ſhews, 
1 With conduct and courage have routed their foes, 
heir inſolence cuibed, their heroes all ſlain, 
At Agincourt conquer'd and Creſſy's fam'd plain. 

Our fathers were brave, their ſons Jikewiſe are fo, 


This truth we are eager the French to let know, ö 
| And humble the daitardly pride of the foe. | 
| The Frenchmen may boaſt in their lofty lampoon, i 
8 Yet Goree, Guadzaloupe, Senegal, Cape Breton, i 
q Their homage devoting to England's fam'd throne, 
| Out courage and valour ſucceſsſully own. | 8 

| Our fathers, &c. [7 
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& Cc. 


To glory awaken d, Britannia aroſe 
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On conqueſt intent, and the blood of her foes : 
With the banner of vict'ry her ſons ſhe led on, 
The trumpet was ſounded, the battle was won. 
| Our fathers, &C. 


Let kings like proud Lewis in tyranny reign, 

Such taſteleſs dominions with Britons were vain, | 

For our Monarch we honour, he rules in each breaſt, 

By choice we obey him, and think ourſelves bleſt. 
Our fathers, &c. 


Here's a health to our Monarch, thus Britons muſt ſing, 
In ſervice devoted to country and King ; 


Whilſt our heroes are roaming to guard their renown, 


To defend this great realm is their care we muſt own. 
| Our fathers, &c. 


Humourous C ANT AT A. 
The FRENCH King's DisarroIxTM ENT. 


REFECITATIVI. 


8s Lovis on his couch extended lay, 
Slumbering the diſcontented hours away, 
A power (ſcarce known in France) before him ſtood, 
Comus his name, of plenty chearful god, Ss 
Who thus addreſs'd the monarch with a ſmile, 
Behold, he cry'd—— behold Britannia's ifle ! 


ATR: 
Tune We'll humble the pride and the glory of France. 


There, ſtrong as theic oaks the bold Britons appear, 
With health on their cheeks, and replete with good 
cheer; „ . . 
No danger they know, for what nation dare boaſt, 
Save the bullies of France, an attempt on their coaſt. 
5 C 3 But! 


(618) 


1 But now eis in vain, Sit, take care of your own ; 
Beware of your perſon — beware of your throne. 


| Behold where the Briton fatigu'd with his toils, 

1 O'er a Surloin of Beef all his labour beguiles. . 
I See the jug of Song Beer that approaches his lip, . 
| Such liquor a Monarch of France cannot fp ; F 
From a loaf of good wheat, Sir, he cuts with a glee; F 
| Are the Nobles of France half fo happy as he? ” 
| RECITATIVE 9 
The Grand Monarch enraptur'd with the f ght, ; 


Wak'd from his dream in hunger's keen} ipite ! 
$4 «© Depiſche vous (he cry'd) apprend de beef 1 
Die pain, de beer, from dat one Engliſe defe.” 3 
When lo ! before his eyes with meagre looks, 
Pale Want and Famine—waitcd as his Cooks. 


FFT 3 — 


; Tune -es Minuet, 5 7 
| «© Pardonnez moi (lays Want, in a flutter). 1 


Ft moi auſi (ſays Famine lo thin.)“ 


f Fat ts you mul!?r, eat t: ya ſplutter, T 
F . . . * 
i Bring me (ſays Louis) come bring de Beef in. 3 
$4 Oh men Grand Monarch of all de grand world, * 
— . : Js 6 | | | 3 
g Ye be de greateſt prince in verile, | | i 
But me muſt tell you plain, 5 

Dat you may rave 11 Van. | 9 

* o 7 „ - 9 4 

Theres ns Engliſh Beet for your great Majeſtie. WF 

8 0 NG XVI... 3 

SONG and NO 8 ONE, 1 
About EVERYTHING ard NOTIIIN G. 

"= © 298  VWiitten in the Year M,pcc,Lv1. 1 


Jer wantons my muſe on the pleaſurcs of eaſe; 


J Sing not of war, neither ſing I of peace, 
| Jing 
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I fing not of Bacchus, nor ſing I of Venus, 
Of England or France, or the quarrel between us. 
Derry down. 


What care J how quickly Crown-Point may ſurrender, 

How ſoon the Monarque will play off his Pretender; 

Let him fend forty tbouſand to raiſe a commotion, 

We can ſpare room enough for 'em all in the ocean. 
Derry down, 


I fing not of Grecian, or Roman mad heroes, 

Of Cæſar's high deeds, or of impious Nero's ; 
The learning of Plato, the language of Tully, 
A Cato's ſtiff-neck, or the Macedon Bully. 


Derry down. 


J ſing not the longitude iſt on, or Hit on, 
The ſchemes of the French, or the proweſs of Britain; 
Such things have been ſung of by twenty before, 
And will, for aught I know, by twice twenty more. 
| Derry down. 


I ſing not affairs of the church or the ſtate, 
The craſt of the prieſts, or intrigues of the great. 


What to me, if Newwcaſ/ite will (till keep his place. 


Or Pælt prove too honeſt at laſt for his Grace. 
| Derry down. 


I fing not the fop with his fair-weather face, 


His box of perfumes, or his aukwaid grimace ; 
Who brags of amours with each in.pudent doxy, 
Or laying ſo oft with my lady by proxy. 
| Derry down, 


I fing not the ogling coquer's pretty arts, 


Whole ſmiles make us ſlaves, or whole frowns break 


. our hearts; | | 
Who ſ:orns to comply tili her bloom is decay'd, 
And lepenting too late dies a wrinkled % maid. 
Ls Derry down. 


I fing 


re 
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( 20) 


I ſing not the prude's hypocritical airs, 
Surrounded with whalebone, ſurrounded with cares; 
Who hates all the men, almoſt faints at the ſight, 
And for fear of the Rakes lies with Lacquey at night. 
Derry down. 


I ſing not Miſs Fanny, nor ſet J before you, 
The abandon'd exploits of the daughters of Drury. 
Nor ſays, nor ſuppoſes, the chaſte bluſhing Mule, 
That ladies retire from the court to the ſtews. 
Derry down. 


I ſing not the peeviſh Old-maid's wicked malice, 

Still blaming her ſex, and tepioving its follies ; 

Who calls e ery bright-blooming beauty a ſtrumpet; 
Becauſe one has offers that Yother would jump at. 
„5 Derry down. 


1 fing not the ſcold that's eternally bawling, 


Eternally ranting, and roaring, and ſqualling. 


Nor ſing I poor hen-peck'd and bornity'd ſpouſe, 


Whom, to bring in gallants, madam kicks out o th 
houſe. | Derry down. 


I ſing not the hot-headed heireſſes' ſchemes, 

Or the buxom young virgin's extatical dreams; 

In raptures refin'd nightly toſſing and turning, 

And curſing th' unwelcome approach of the morning. 


Derry down. 


I fing not the Blood ſtorming windows and doors, 
Demoliſhing watchmen, and beating up Whores; 
With conſtables bravely maintaining the fight, 
And lodging ſecure in a roundhoute all night. 

EY Derry down. 


I ing not the Sot that's eternally toping, 
With mouth to receive, or emit, ever open; 


Who ſwears that all earthly enjoyment and pleaſure. 
Is to dtink without end, and to drink without meature. 


Derry down. 


I fing 


be : 


- Tr 
e P _— 
I oe,” 


Wr po 2 ERIE 


whe IC 
D Ten Ls Ag Zo 


= Dog 


2 
— 


„ > 
* * + 7 ; 
e 


DVI. 


Ire, 
alure. 
wil. 


ſing | 


I ror 


N ” 3 2 
e 6 


whe o- ow Os ” wank ; 
X pe ond TT 4 - Ui". - 6 
x * IE 3 bbs — —ä - — 


. 


2 2 2 _ 


— _ — 
AAA Doh os 
gs 


* 
n 


> CAT] 


* 
q oh 
4% 7 


621) 
J fing not the ſchemes of the deep politician, 
To humble the French, and bring down their ambition; 
And make their Grand Monarque, ab armis & avi. 


On ſtool penitential to cry out peccavi. 
Derry down. 


I fing not how ſagely his provident care, 
Buil:'s forts in Virginia, end caſtles in—air; 
When, alas! all the protits his policy yields, 
Is gratis procuring a ſeat in Moor-felds. 
55 Derry down. 


I fing not the hermit immur'd in a cell, 

Whe'e 1jgour in rags, without wiſdom, may dwell; 
Nor fing I the fordid ſtill heaping- up miſer, 

Growing jult as much r ch, as bother grows wiſer. 
Derry down. 


I fing not what damſels have wiſh'd to recover, 

Their honour reſp u'd, when the tranſport was over; 

Nor ſing I the ſwect tempting roſe-bud in June, 

The tervour of May, or—the man in the moon. 
Derry dowa. 


But my hearers cry, what the pox would'ſt thou be at? 
Thou ſing'ſt not of this, neither ſing'ſt thou of that: 
Then a fig for the critics, however they bawl, 
Becauſe I fing—Nothing, faith, Nothing at all. | 
| Derry down, 


8 N G MX. 
The LADY's CHOICE. 
Written by a Lady. 
A Man that's neither high nor low, 
In party and in ſtature ; 


A Rake, a Rattle, or a Brau, 


Nor yet unus'd to flatter : 
a Let 


— — 
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(22) 

Let not him be a learned fool, 
Who nods o'er muſty books, 

Who eats and drinks and lives by rule, 
And weighs our words and looks. 


Let him be eaſy, free and gay, 

Of dancing never tir'd ; 

_ Have ſomething always ſmart to ſay, 
Yet ſilent when requir'd. 

Let him be rich, not covetous, 
Nor generous to exceſs ; 

Willing that I ſhonld keep the purſe, 
And pleaſe myſelf in dreſs. 


A littie courage let him have, 

From inſults to protect me, 

Provided he is not ſo brave, 
As c' er to contradict me. 

Ten thouſand pounds a year I like, 
But if fo much can't be, 

" You tev'n from the ten may take, 

UII be content with three. 


His face, no matter if 'tis plain, 
ut let it not be fair; | 
The man is ſure my heart to gain, 

W ho can with this compare. 
And it ſome Lord ſhould chance agree 

With the above deſcription, 
Though Pm not fond of quality, 

It ſhall be no objection. 


8 O NG. XX. 
On the PEACE. 


N the white cliffs of Albion, ſee Fame where ſke 


ſtands, 


And her ſhrill ſwelling notes reach che neighbouring 


lands; 


>. 


4 
f 


5 ( 23) 
| Of the natives free born, and their conqueſts ſhe ſings, 
The happieſt of men, with the greateſt of kings. 


_ George the Third ſhe proclaims, his vaſt glory repeats, 
His undiſmay'd legions, invincible fleets ; 

: Whom nor caſtles or rocks can from honour retard, 
Since een death for their king, they with ſcorn diſregard. 


Ol but ſee a cloud burſt, and an angel appears, 
TDis Peace, lovely virgin, diſſolved in tears; 


Say, Fame, cry'd the maid, is't not time to give oer, 
With ſieges and famine, exploſions and gore. 


His juſt rights to aſſert hath the king amply try'd, 

Nor his wiſdom or ſtrength can opponents abide, 
Then no longer in rage let diead thunders be hurl'd, 
But leave him to me, and give eaſe to the world. 


= *Tis done, and great George is to mercy inclin'd, _ 
Tue bleſt word is gone forth for the good of mankind; 
2: *Tis the act of a Briton to beat, then to ſpare, 
And our king is a Briton, deny it who dare. 


To the boys at th' Havannah be your bumpers now 
| crown'd, | | 
Their names o'er the world will be ever renown'd ; 
May they meet juſt reward and with courage advance 
> Still to humble the powers of Spain and of France. 


Charge yeur glaſſes lip high, and drink health to the 
" IS ng, | 5 | 
Too the duke and the princeſs, and make the air ring; 
May the days of great George, be all happy and long, 
And the man“ ſtill be right, who yet never was wrong. 


S O N G XXI. 


46 Witte to true Britons, I mean not the men, 
But to women of ſpirit, to do all they can, 


To 


* Mr. Secretary Pitt. 


(24) 


To ftand for their rights, as they would for their lives, 


And prove to the world that they'ce true Britiſh wives. 
| Derry down. 


May each girl that wants ſpirit, be wed to a churl, 
Let ſuch be inſipid, and ſtupidly dull, 

Be grave and look gloomy, till you can provoke 
Some chat, that may end in an innocent joke. 


Derry down. 


Shall we tamely to turbulent ſpouſes ſubmit ? 

Who only find fault, why? becauſe they think fit: 
When my huſband turns Turk, and can prove I've no 
ſoul, fo ; 

Ill be blindly obedient, nor dare to controul. 
| | Derry down. 


Since our men are great heroes and conquer their foes, 
Shall we women want courage one man to oppoſe ? 
Since our ſires, and our offspring, can fight one to ten, 
Let's prove ourſelves worthy of brave Britiſh men. 

8 Derry down. 
In ages long paſt, from a great Eaſtern King, 
That women were ſtrongeſt, good proof I can bring, 
Then if we, with a Britiſh King plac'd on the throne, 
Won't ſtand for our rights, we delerve to have none. 

Derry down. 


| Let's be Heroines all, and ſtand up for the truth, 


Grave matron, fine lady, poor woman or youth ; 
If we're wrong, let us own it, but if we are right, 
Cry freedom and property with all our might. 


Derry down, 


Then all act like Sarah, and you will be prais'd, 


Be never afirighted nor ever amaz'd ; 

But ſtand for your rights, as you would for your lives. 

That your huſbands may know when they have got 
Britiſh wives. Derry down. 
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10K YL 
I N 
LOVE ina VILLAGE, 
A Nw OPERA, 


Performing at the Theatre-Royal in Covent- 


Garden. 
42 242 002 <D<e S 3 ate IL aD eee . <> 
5 mee 
Slack ATR I. 


1 OPE] thou nurſe of young deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy; 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, . 


ig Try Temp'rate ſweet, that ne'er can cloy. 


auen. Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 
Siofteſt ſoother of the mind; 


| 1 Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
7 Bureft friend the wretched find. 
| Both. Kind deceiver, flatter till, 
"IE Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
4 With thy dreams my fancy fill, g 
* And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 


Jy. Al K II. 
pi 1 K HENCE can you inherit 
1 So (laviſh a ſpirit ? 


; Confin d thus, and chain'd 15 a log! 


Now 


(626) 
Now fondl'd, now chid, 
Permitted, forbid, 

Tis leading the life of a dog. 


1 For ſhame, you a lover! 
4 More firmneſs diſcover; 
| Take courage, nor here longer MP's 3 
. Reſiſt and be free, 
16 Run riot like me, 
ill And to perfect the picture elope. 


be, AIR III. 
10 KR 
V heart's my own, my will i is free, 
And io ſhall be my voice; 
No mortal man thall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 
Let parents rule cry nature's laws, 
And children fill obey ; 
And is there then nv faving clauſe, 
Againit tyrannic ſway ? 


Wo - ry AIR IV. 


HEN once love's ſubtle poiſon gains, 
A paſſage to the female breaſt ; 
Like lightning ruſhing through the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſt, 
To heal the pangs our minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain its ſkill applies; 
Nought can afford the heart a cure, 
Wo But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 
„ 2 


1 AIR V. 


N O H! had I been by fate decreed 


Some humble cottage ſwain ; 
In fai: Refſetta's fight to feed 


MI. er upon the plain. 


1 
F 


(27) 
What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know: | 
Ye envious powers! why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low? 


AIR VI. 


Cy aan youth, ah, tel] me why 

Still you force me thus to fly; 

Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe, to perſevere, 

Speak not what I muſt not hear: 

To my heart it's eaſe reſtore, | 5 


2. » 
"5. ACK 


Go, and never ſee me more. 


AIR VII. 


8 TILL in hopes to get the better, 
Of my ſtubborn flame try ; 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 
Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Boaſt my freedom, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf a ſlave. 


17 


N 


\ {337% 32 


. 72 
NO 14/4 (8 
6 % HERE was a jolly miller once, | 
Liv'd on the river Dee ; 5 
He work d, and ſung, from morn till night, 
No lark more blythe than he. 


And this the burthen of his ſong, 


For ever us'd to be; 
I care for nobody, not I, 
If no one cares for me. 


D2 AIR 
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L E T gay ones and great, 
Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a jot, 
I euvy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gun. 
| For exerciſe, air, 
_ To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; 
Tha bliſſes I find, | 
No ſtings leave behind, 
ut health and diverſion unite. 


1 


From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile; 
Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile, 


The greatneſs that would make us grave, 


Is but an empty thing ; 
What more than mirth would mortals have ? 
The chearful man's a king ! 


22 Hime AIR XI. 


ELL, well, ſay no more, 
VV Sure you told me before; 
I know the full length of my tether ; 
Dio you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool ? 


I can ſpell you and put you together. 


A word to the wiſe, 
Will always ſuffice, 


Addſnigers go talk to your parrot ; 


Im 


(29) 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 
Though I fay it my ſelf, 
But I know a ſheep's head from a carrot. 


AFR: AH, 


UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 

| Take the helpleſs Jover's part; 
Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion, 

To reward a faithful heart. 


9 3 
, a? 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral ; 
'T'yrants of more cruel kind, 
| Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 


What is grandeur ? foe to reſt ; 
Childiſh mummery at beſt ; 
Happy I in humble ſtate, 

Catch ye fools, the glitt'ring hait. 


AIR XI, „, big. 


* / 
T OW happy were my days till now, 
I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 
I rote with joy to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 

L ike any bird 1 ſung, 

Till he pretended love, and I 
Beliey'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


Oh the fool, the ſilly, filly fool, 
Who truſts what man may be; 
I wiſh I was a maid again, 


And in my own country. e 
| 1 5 DA MAS 2H 


AIR XIV. 


HE court, and the city, fine folks may extol, 
Where beauties, all ſhining, a paradiſe make; 
D 3 eo NS 
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(30) 
But ſhew me the belles, at a play or a ball, 
To equal the laſs at a fair, or a wake. 
Behold, in a garden, the roſes new blown, 
Such freſhneſs ſmiles here upon every face; 
While flow'rs in a chimney, your fair ones in town, 
Look wither'd, and bear the dark hue of the place. 


| AIR XV. 
The SERVANTS MEDLEY. 


GARDENER. 


HOSE who in gardens take delight, 
Attend to what I ſay, 
To pleaſure you, with main and might, 


I'll labour every day. 
All forts of gardener-craft J know, 


Though it be ne'er ſo nice; | 
With me your fruits and flowers ſhall grow, 
As *twere in Paradiſe. 


HousE-MATD. 
| pray ye, gentles, liſt to me, 
Fm young, and ſtrong, and clean to ſee; 


FI not turn tail to any ſhe 


For work, that's in the county. 
Of all your houſe the charge I tate, 
{ waſh, I fcrub, I brew, I bake, 
And more can do, than here Þ'1l ſpeak, 
Depending on your bounty. 


HunTSMAN. 


A Huntſman I am, with a merry ton'd horn, 
Come here in the ſearch of a place ; 


Hark away, jolly ſportſmen, I'll rouſe you each morn, 


To enjoy the delights of the chaſe—my brave boys. 


7 , {17 
J. xe ll LN DRY-MAID. 


If for your landry y:u deſire 
A ſober, careful gitl to bite, 


I dare 


HD 


I've often had the place before, 


14 2 ef SS AP /, Canter, //7 + . A 


(3) 

I dare be bound, your linen all 

To get up neat, both great and ſmall ; 
I would not brag but where I might; 
No driven ſnow fhall. be more white. 


2 : : 
, 3 DEE 
FooTMAN. Pin 2 . 2 


Behold a blade, who knows his trade, 
In chamber, hall, and entry; 


And what tho' here, I now appear, 


I've ſerv'd the beſt of gentry. 
A footman wouid you have, 
I can dreſs, and comb, and ſhave;. 
For I a handy lad am, | 
On a meſſage I can go, 
And flip a billet-deux, 


With your humble. ſervant, madam. 


of Fu "7 / 
CooKk-MAID, Pt / 22 5 


Who wants a good cook, my hand they muſt croſs; 
For plain wholeſome diſhes I'm ne'er at a loſs; _ 


And what are your ſoups, your ragouts, and your ſauce, 


 Compar'd with the fare of old England, &c. 
| 3 
Groom. /// y PLOTS 


Clear the courſe, my boys, clear the courſe, and make 
room, | 

Yegents of the turf, have you need of a groom ? 

Let me ride your match, and you'll certainly win, 

V1] teach you to take the knowing ones in. 


. 7 f 
DAIRVY-MAID. 22 2 Tel 


10 prove the market bent afraid, 
In me you'll find a dairy-maid, 


Whate'er you can expect her; 


And always gave content, and more, 
Can have a N charackter. 


e has 
If you want a young man, with a true honeſt heart, 
Who knows bow to manage a plough and a cart, 


Here's 


—— 


8 


Vis dt ene 


Ob, terrible gvence, an old maid.— 


(32) 


Here's one for your purpoſe, come take me and try; 
You'll ſay you ne'er met with a better nor I, 
Gee ho Dobbin, &c. 


E HRGR U. 


My maſters and miſtreſfes hither repair, 


What ſervants you want you will find in our fair; 


» 


Men and maids fit for all forts of ſtations there be; 


And, as for the 1 "a ſhan't diſagree. 


© 


"0 Wy 
MA FIT | * 
1 AIR XVI. 

WV? women like weak indians trade, 

| W hoſe judgment, tinſel ſhow bas 
Dupes to our folly we are made, 
While artful man the gain enjoys: 

We give our treaſure to be paid; 

A alt, poor return in toys. 


„ AIR XVIL 
HINK my faireſt how delay, 


Danger ev'ry moment brings; 
Time flies ſwift, and will away; 
Time that's ever on it's wings: 
Doubting, and ſuſpence, at beſt, 
Lover's late repentance coſt; 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, po 
Seize occaſion e er tis loſt. 


, Raw? ATR XVIIL 


SET 4 me, dear aunt, 
If you rave thus and rant, 
You'll never a lover perſuade ; 
'The men will al! fly, 
And leave you to die, 


— r 


(39 7 


How happy the laſs, 

Muſt ſhe come to this paſs, 
Who antient virginity 'ſcapes: 

*'T'were better on earth, 

Have five brats at a birth, 
Than j in hell be a leader of apes. 


AIR XIX. 1 Hark 


\ THEN I followed a laſs that was froward and hy, 
Oh! I ftuck to her ſtuff, till I made her * 
Oh! I took her to lovingly round the waiſt, 
And I ſmacked her lips, and I held her faſt: 
When hugged and hall'd, 
She 1quealed and quall'd ; 
But though ſhe vow'd all I did was in Vain, 
Yet I plcas'd her ſo well, that ſhe bore it again. 
'Then hoity toity, 
Wilking, friſking, 
Green was her gown upon the graſs: 
Oh! ſuch were the j Joys of our dancing days. 


gegn, ATR XK. 


Euſt. ET rakes and libertines reſign'd, 
2 79 Io ſenſual pleaſures range; 
Here all the ſexes charms I find, 
6 22 And n&er can cool, or change. 


Luc. Let vain coquets, and prudes conceal, 
What moſt their hearts deſire ; 
With pride my paſſion I reveal, 

Ch! may it ne'er expire. 


Bath. The ſun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread it 'slight, 
The ftars their orbits leave; 
And fair creation, fink in night, 
hen I my dear deceive, 


"AIR 


an 
AIR XXI. 


OW bleſs'd the maid, whoſe boſom 
15 No head- ſtrong paſſion knows; 
\\ 14S Her days in joys ſhe paſſes, * 
* FI Her nights in calm repoſe. 
Wnt - Where e'er her fancy leads her, 
vii No pain, no fear invades her, 
| 14 | But pleaſure, 
1 F Without meaſure, 
(i þ From ev'ry object flows. 


lk 2 AG AIR XXL 


—_ 
4 
05.5 


** 


1 N vain I ev'ry art aſſay, 

in To pluck the venom'd ſhaft away, 
[5 That wrankles in my heart ; | 

Deep in the centre fix'd, and bound, 

1. My efforts but enlarge the wound, 

iS And fiercer make the ſmart. 


i IB Ph” 20, 40K- AIR. XXIII. 


{ Roſſ. _ B* gone——l agree, 
1: 2 5 27 9 From this moment we're free, 
| * Already the matter Pve ſworn; —_ : 
E XY. Mead. Vet let me complain, | 
Of the fates that ordain, | 
A trial fo hard to be born. | 


Roſ. When things are but fit, 
We ſhould calmly ſubmit, 1 


b No cure in reluctance we find; 
? Y. Mead. Then thus I obey, 


Wi Ty Lear your image away, 


And banih you quite from my mind. 
5 ” 4; Hue, 
A 3 . AIR XXIV. N "AT 


l how ſhall I in language weak, 
1 O My ardent paſſion tell; 
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Or 


* 


2 


Or 


Farewell 


635 
Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel word, farewell! 


but know tho thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray: 

Go where I will, my conſtant heart, 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay. 


TED ATR” 
, ee IF og £4 MCK 
OUNG I am, and ſore afraid: | 


Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray ? 


Tempt me not, kind fir, I pray. 


Men too often we helieve, 

And ſhou'd you my faith deceive. 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 

Sure my tender heart would break. 


e Nom I R XXVI. 


ONS ! neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a trifle like this; 
What harm with a fair one to toy and to kiſs ? 

The greateſt and graveſt—a truce with grimace— 

Would do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame place. 

No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free ; 

To ſovereign beauty mankind bend the knee : 

That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe: 

We all love a pretty git under the role. 


„ nahen 


AIR XxxVII. 


M* Dolly was the faireſt thing! 


Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring; 
And if for ſummer you wou'd ſeek, 
*T was painted in her eye, her cheek, 
Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, 
Of fruitful autumn was the type : 
But, when my tender tale I told, 
I found her heart was winter cold. 
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(36) 
VG 7 laue, ben, AIR XXVII. 


H Hymen, propitious, receive in thy train, 

A pair unſeduc'd by the ſelfiſh and vain ; 
Whom neither ambition, nor int'reſt, draws, 
But love's cordial ſubjects, ſubmits to thy laws: 
Our ſouls for the ſweets of thy union prepare, 
And grant us thy bliſſes unblended with care: 
Let mutual compliance endear all our days, 
, 1 grow ſtronger, as patlion decays. 


e WEIL Tt AIR XXX. 


AS ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixen? 
Zawns! Madge, don't provoke me, but mind 
what I ſay; 
You've choſea wrong parſon for playing your tricks on, 
80 pack up your alls and be trudging away: 

You'd better be quiet, 1 
And not breed a riot; 

S'blood muſt I ſtand prating with vou here all day? 


Pve got other matters to mind; 

May hap you may think me an aſs ; 
But to the contrary you'll find : 

A fine piece of work by the maſs ! 


. SLACK AIR XXX 


EASE, gay ſeducers pride to take, 
In triumphs o'er the fair ; 
Since clowns as well can act the rake, 
As thoſe in higher ſphere. 


Where then to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 
Shall hapleſs beauty go; 

In ew ry rank, in ev'ry ſtate, 
Poor woman finds a foe! 


AIR 
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(37) . 
AIR XXXI. V. he 2 


8 I NCE Hodge proves ungrateful, no farther L' 
ſeek, | 


But go up to town in the waggon next week; 

A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 

And regiſter's office will get me a place: 

Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a friend, 

Folks ſay in her ſilks, ſhe's now ſtanding an end! 

Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim my 

And better r my fortune as other * dg. . 
He, 2 "# AP . 

R XXXII. | 


P44 3 
2 Hawthorn. SJ 8 


ELL, come, let us hear, what the ſwain mutt 
poſſeſs, 


Who may hope at your feet to implore with ſucceſs? 


Lucin. He mu ſt be firſt of all, 

Roſſet. Straight, comely, and tall: 

Lucin. Neither aukward, 

Roſſet. Nor fooliſh ; 

Lucin. Nor apiſh, 

Roſſet. Nor muliſh : 

Both. Nor yet ſhould his fortune be ſmall. 


Hawth. What think'ſt of a captain? 

Lucin. All bluſter and wounds! 

Hawth. What think'ſt of a ſquire? . 
Roſſet. To be left for his hounds. | 


Lucin. The youth that is form'd to my mind, 
Muſt be gentle, obliging, and ind 
Roſſet. Ot all things in nature love me, 
oh Have ſenſe both to ſpeak, and to ſee, 
Yet ſometimes be ſilent and blind. 


Hawth. Fore George a moſt rare matrimonial receipt, 
Roſſet. Oblerve it ye fair in the choice of a mate; 
Lucin. Remember tis wedlock determines your fate. 


* e F AIR 


389 
7 
(1 P1290 AIR XXXM. 


HE world is a well ſurniſh'd table, 
Where gueſts are promiſc ouſly ſet ; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 

And ſcramble for what we can get. 


110 ſunile holds to a tittle, 

Some gorge, while ſome ſearce have a kalle, 
But if Pm content with a little, 

Enough 1s as good as a feaſt. 


(gp SLACK AIR XXXIV. | 


2 IS not wealth, .it is not birth, 
Can value to the ſoul convey ; 
Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worth, 
Wich chance nor gives, nor takes away. 


Like the ſun true merit ſhews, 
By nature warm by nature bright ; 
With inbred flames, he nobly olows, 
| Nor needs the aid ot borrow'd light, 


. ACK. AIR XXXV. 
1 * traveller benighted, 


And led thro' weary ways; 
The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the dawn ſurveys. 
The riſing proſpects viewing, 
Each'look is forward caſt ; 
He ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 
Nor thinks of what is paſt, 


Al R VI. 


ne 


F ever a fond inclination, Liar, im | 


| Roſe in your boſom, to rob you of ret; ' _ 
** F Rees 


(39) 

Refle& with a little compaſſion, | 

On the ſoft pangs, which prevail'd in my breaft; 
Oh where, where would you fly me, | 

Can you deny me, thus torn, and diftreſt ; 
Think when my lover was by me, 

Would I, how cou'd I, refuſe his requeſt ? 
Kneeling before you, let me implore you ; 

Look on me ſighing, crying, dying; 

Ah! is there no language can move ? 

If I have been too complying ! 

Hard was the conflict *twixt duty, and love. 


P Samir 1 R xxxvil. 
Plague of thoſe wenches, they make ſuch a pother, 
| When once they have let'n a man have his Will ;, 
ey re always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind 1n his carriage : { 
What tho'f A ſpeaks them ne'er ſo fairly, | 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on : f 
You cannot perſuade em, | j 
Till promiſe you've made 'em, | 
And after they've got it, ; 
They tell you——add rot it! 
Their character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, undene; 
And then, to be ſure, fir, | 
, There is but one cure, fir, 
And all the diſcourſe is of marriage. | | 


11 Ar a1s xxxvom. 


HP" much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms find; | 
But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, ' _— 
To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd. | 
The caſket, where, to outward ſhow, | 
The workman's art is ſeen, _ | 
Is doubly valu'd, when we know 
+ It holds a gem within. ; 


2 | Als 


( 40 ) 


ie, FILACK er 


HEN we ſee a lover languiſhj, 
/ And his truth and honour preve, 
Ah! how ſweet to heal his anguiſh, 
And repay lam love for love. 


9 Hue, AIR XI. 


A T Lead. A wiſh in her obtaining, 


Fortune can no more impart ; 

Roffet, Let my eyes, my thoughts explaining, 
Speak the feelings of my heart. 

J Mead, Joy and pleaſure never ceaſing, 

Raſſet. Love with length of years increaſing. 


Zegether. Thus my heart and hand ſurrender, 
Here my faith and truth I plight ; 
Conſtant ſtill, and kind and tender, 
May our flames burn ever bright. 


5 . - 2 / 22 f © | . 
, une, ATR . 


Fever I'm catch'd in thoſe regions of ſmoak, 
That ſeat of copfuſion and noife, _ 


telay I neer know the ſweets of a ſlumber unbroke, 


Nor the pleaſures the country enjoys. 


Nay, more, let them take me, to puniſh my fin, 


Where, gaping, the Cockneys they fleece, 


Clap me up with their monſters, cry, maſters, walk im, 


And ſhew. me for two-pence a-piece. 


“h 


O, naughty man, I can't abide you; 
G Are then your vows ſo ſoon forgot? 
Ah! now I ſee if I had try'd youz 

What would have been my hopeful lot. 


But 


(641) 


But hear I charge ydu— Make them happy; 
5 Bleſs the fond pair, and crown their bliſs: 
4 Come be a dear good-natu r'd pappy 3 | 

4 And IM reward you with a kits. 


| 3.7 # "Pi 
, , u, AIR XIII. 


ö . 1 merchant whoſe veſtel, the winds made 

. | their ſport, 1 | 

4 At laſt thus arrives with his treaſure in port; 

„„ His labour requited, bis duty he pays; 

F 5 | if 7 His dangers are paſt, and his heart is at eaſe. 

os Luci. Were monarchs contending to make me a bride, 
Undazzled I'd look on their ſplendour and pride; 
Refus d ſhould their crowns and their palaces be, 
Conlented to live in a cottage with thee. 


Both, On earth, if there's ought of ſubſtantia] delight, 
Tis ſure when like us a fond couple unite ; 
When bleſt in each other their ſtruggles are o'er, 
And pleaſures are heighten'd by pains gone before. 


* 


"Fer — — , com wg — OS * 
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SJ" me, AIR NIV. 


Hr. with cares complaints and fiowning, 
Welcome jollity and joy; _ | | 

Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowning, 
Mirth this happy night employ ! 


* Let's to friendſhip do our duty; ; 
B Laugh, and ſing ſome good old ſtrain, a 
Drink a health to love and beauty, e i 

May they long in triumph reign. | ; 


Dp of th; 20NGS in LOVE ina VILLAGE. 
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CAN T.AT A 


The BRITISH WARBLERS 1 


KECEHIATEVE:; 
ONG has the town, O Lun! been ſway'd by 


| _ brutes, | 4 \ 
. Form'd by thy magic ſkill, great king of mutes ! .. « 
| "The lion, horſe, the monkey, and the ox, | 
i By turns have pleas'd pit, gallery, and box, 4 
. What once delighted moſt, they now avoid, 
[ Like prattling infants, Britons ſoon are cloy'd. 5 
{ 80 fond of novelty, to prove my words, f r 
| Thy beaſts grow dull, and we are mad for birds. [ - 
þ AIR, | | 
| Tune, Aſk if yon damaſk roje be ſweet, &. | f 
[| Ak if the ſky-Jark's thrilling throat, : 
Om a017 22 groves and vallies ring? 
| Jh; Voſe who on mulic doat, 
| If Johnny Beard can ling? | i 1] 
; Bay, does the linnet charm the ear, | 
While notes harmonious flow ? 4 
; Then who is he don't love to hear 
The voice of 'Fommy Lowe? ; 
N | 4 
The nightingale in plaintive ſtrain, 
\F Muſt now her fate lament ; 
'F No longer warble through the plain, 7 
N Excell'd by Charlotte Brent. | 2 | 
' The eunuch, who each op'ca night; 
In tinfeld pride doth ſhine; _ 
| The ſons of dulineſs may delight, | 
Beard, Lowe, and Brent be mine. ' 


. 


(43) 


$ O0 NG LXVI. 


RECITATIVE. 


He the horn calls away 


Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that weakens the ſkies, . 
8 the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


. 


From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun-beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high, 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high ; ; 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 
And the floods and. the vallies reply. 


Our ſore-fathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 


By encount' "ring the hart and the boar, 


By encount'ring, &c. 

Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 

Age and youth urg'd the chaſe, 
And taught the woodlands and ſoreſts to roar. 
And taught, &c. 


Hence of noble deſcent, 
Hiils and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature' 5 reveal'd, 


Where the, &c. 


'Thovgh in life's buſy day, 

Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let ours be the prey of the held. 
Still let ours, &c. 


Wich 
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With the chace in full ſight, 

Gods! how great the delight ! 
How our mortal ſenfations refine ! , 
How our mortal, &c. 

Where is care, where is feat? 

Like the winds i in the rear, 

And the man's Joſt in ſomething divine; 
And the man's, & c. „ A 
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Nou to horſe my brave boys, 

Lo each pants for the joys, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole: 
That anon, &Cc. 

Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chaſe over the bowl. 
And renew the chaſe over the bowl. 
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3 O N 6. LXVIE. 


ONG at thy ali god of love, | | 
I paid a double duty ; 
A ſlave to Cælia's voice and wit, 
To Chloe's taſte and beauty. 


Fain would I fix my reſtleſs heart, 
While they, with aukward feature, : | 
Diſguiſe in affectation's maſſue | 
1 he bounteous gifts of nature. | 1 


Celia, affecting beauty's grace, 
Deſtroys her ſenſe and ſpirit. 

And Chloe's charms, thro' fancied wit, 
Loſe all their wanted merit. | 


While in their native beauty deck'd, 
I can love both—— or either, 
But thus, in borrow'd airs difguis'd, 

I can be fond of neither. 


SONG 


FRY: 
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By the EARAL of — 


8 Granville's ſoſt numbers tune Myra's fair praiſe, 
And Chloe ſhines lovely in Prior's ſmooth lays, 
Wou'd my Daphne but ſmile, their example I'd follow, 
As ſhe looks like Venus, I'd ſing like Apollo; 
But, alas! ſince no ſmiles of my fair one inſpire, 
How tunelefs my ſtrains, and how languid my lyre! 


Wherever 7 go, or whatever I do, 
Still ſomething preſents the fair nymph to my view; 


If I traverſe the garden, the garden till ſhows 


Her neck in the lilly, her lip in the roſe; 
But with her neither lilly nor roſe can compare, 
For ſweeter her breath, and her boſom more fair. 


Go, Zephyrs, ſalute in foft accents her ear, 
And tell how I ſuffer, ſigh, pine, and deſpair ; 
In gentle ſoft murmurs my paſſion commend, 
But whiſper it ſoftly, for fear ye offend ; 


For know, O ye winds, when ye tell her my pain, 


That Strephon does ſuffer, but not to conplain. 


If to ſooth my ſoft anguiſh I ſtray to the grove, 

The ſpring there preſents the freſh bloom of my love, 
'The nightingale too, with impertinent noiſe ; 

Pours forth her ſweet ſtrains in my Syren's ſoft voice; 


Thus the grove and its muſic her image ſtill brings, 


For like ſpring ſhe is fair, like the nightingale ſings. 


If, ſorſaking the grove, I fly to the court, 
Where beauty and ſplendor united. reſort, 
Some glimpſe of my fair in each charmer I ſpy, 
In Brudenell's fair form, and in Richmond's bright eye; 
But alas! what wou'd Richmond or Brudenell appear, 
Unheeded they'd paſs was my Daphne but near. 


If to books I retire to drown my fond pain, 


And dwell over Horace, or Ovid's ſoft ſtrain, , 
| "ON 


In Lydia and Chloe my Daphne ] find, 


Like Horace and Ovid I'd fing and I'd love. 


646) 


But Chloe was courteous, and Lydia was kind: 
Like Lydia or Chloe if my Daphne wou'd prove, 


S 0 N 0--LXX:- 


The BRITISH GRENADIERS, 


OME boaſt of Alexander, 
And ſome of Hercules, 
Of Hector an! Lyſander, 8 
And mote ſuch blades as theſe: 
But all the world ackne:vledge, true courage moſt ap- 
pears | 
In the tow, row, row di, dow di dow of the Britiſh 
___ grenadiers. %% 
Thoſe ſcrubs that we call'd heroes 
Ne'er ſaw a cannon ball; 
Nor knew the force of powder 
To kill their foes withall: 175 
Our braver heroes know it, yet baniſh all their fears 
With the tow, row, row di, dow di dow of the Britiſt 
grepadiers. 


And when we are commanded 
Io ſtorm a paliiadoe; 
Our leaders march with fuſees, 
And we with hand-grenadoes ; ; 
We toſs them from the glacis, about our enemies ears, 


To the tow, row, row di, dow di dow of the Britiſh 


grenadiers. 


Come let us crown a bumper, 
And drink a health to thoſe 
Who wear their caps and pouches, 
And loop'd regimental cloaths. ITY | 
May they and their commanders live happy many years! 
To hear the tow, row, row di, dow di dow of the Britiſh 


Then 


gtengdiers. | = 
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Then be you Whig or Tory, 
Or lukewarm worthleſs thing, 
Be ſure that you give glory 
Ts GeorGt our gracious King. | 
For if you prove rebellious, he'll thunder in your ears 
'The tow, row, row di, dow di dow of his Britiſh gre- 
nadiers, 


S--O N G LXU. 


AIR ER than the op'ning lillies, 
Freſher than the morning roſe, 
Are the blooming charms of Phillis; 
Richer ſweets does ſhe diſclote. 


Long ſecure from Cupid's pow'r, 
Soft repoſe had lull'd my breaſt, 
Till in one ſhort fatal hour 
She depriv'd my ſoul of reſt, 


Child of pleaſure and vexation, 
Fly my verſe, and paint my flame ; 
Whiſper ſoft that tender paſſion, 
Which I muſt not, cannot name! 


Lovely fair, remove my anguiſh, 
Give my ſoul her wonted eaſe, 


Since you've taught me how to languiſh, 


Teach, oh! teach me how to pleaſe. 


-$- 0 N- 6--LXXI. 


Sung in the Comedy of ALL iv Tux Wrox, 


The words by Mr. GaRRIck. 


VE critics above, and ye critics below, 
Ve finer-ſpun critics who keep the mid row, 


(48) / 

Oh, tarry one moment, T1] ſing you a ſong, 

Shall prove that like us—You are all in the wrong. 
Sing tantara rara, wrong all, wrong all, 

ving tantara rara, all wrong. 


You poets who mount on the fam'd winged ſteed, 

Of prancing, and wincing, and kicking take heed : 

For when by thoſe hornets the critics, you're ſtung, 

You are thrown in the dirt—and are all in the wrong. 
| | Sing tantara rara, Ke. 


Fe actors who act, what thoſe writers have writ, 
Pray ſtick to your poet, and ſpare your own wit; 
For when with your own you unbridle your tongue, 
III hold ten to one — Ton are all in the wrong. 

Sing tantara rara, &c. 


Ye knaves who make news for the fooliſh to read, 
Who print daily flanders the hungry to feed ; 
For a while you miſlead em the news-hunting throng, 
But the pillory proves Tou are all in the wrong. 

Sing tantara rara, &c. 


Ye grave politicians, ſo deep and ſo wile, | 
With your hums, and your fhrugs, and your uplifted 
eyes; | ö 
The road that you travel is tedious and long, 
But I pray you jog on—You are all in the wrong, 
Sing tantara rara, &c. 


Ye happy fond huſbands, and fond happy wives, 

| Let never ſuſpicions embitter your lives; 

Let your prudence be ſtout, and your faith be as ſtrong ; 

Who watch, or who catch—They are all in the wrong. 
Sing tantara rara, &c. 


Ye unmarried folks be not bought ; or be ſold; 
Let age avoid youth, and the young ones the old ; 
For they'll ſoon get together, the young with the young; 
And then my wiſe old ones Tore all in the wrong. 
| Sing tantara rara, &c. 


Ye 


(49) 

Ye ſoldiers and ſailors, who bravely have fought ; 

Who honour and glory, and Jaurels have bought ; 
Let your foes but appear, you'll be at 'em ding dong, 
And if they come near you—They're all in the wrong. 
Sing tantara rara, &c. 


a 
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Ye judges of taſte to our labours be king, 
Our errors are many, pray wink or be blind; 
Still find your way hither, to glad us each night, 
And our note we will change to- Torre all in the right. 
Sing tantara rara, right all, right all, 
Sing tantara rara, right all. 


S ON G IXXII. 


IN vain do ſophiſts preach that heav'n 
1 Has charms conceal'd from mortal view ; 
They know not what a pledge was giv'n; 


4 They ne'er, Eliza, gaz'd on you. 
th. Then in this extaſy of pain, 

id me not from your fight retreat; 
ted Let me one heav'nly ſmile obtain, 


And breathe my ardours at your feet. 


May ſoft compaſſion melt your heart, 
To eaſe the agonies I feel !— 
xc. In vain I try their force t' impart ; 
They're more than language can reveal. 


Ay. The LOV ER. A -Barrav. 
&C. | 

To Mr. C 
ung; By Lady Mary e Iountague. 
. XI length, by ſo much importunity preſs'd, 
*. A Tas © 


, at once the inſide of my breaſt. 
F | This 


(50) 


| This ſtupid indiff'rence ſo often you blame, 

| Is not owing to nature, to fear, or to ſhame. 

1 I am not ſo cold as a virgin in lead, 

' Nor is Sunday's ſermon 4 ſtrong, in my head: 

* I know but too well how time flies along, 

That we live but few years, and yet fewer are young. 


8 But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy 
i Long years of repentance for moments of joy. 

| | Oh! was there a man (but where ſhall I find 
Govd-ſenſe and good-nature ſo equally join'd ?) 
Would. value his pleaſure, contribute to mine ; 

Not meanly would boaſt, nor would Jewdly deſign, 
Not over ſevere, yet not ſtupidly vain, 
For I would have the power, tho' not give the pain. 


Ne ee r LO. =>, Ao 


No pedant, yet learned ; nor rake-helly gay, 
Or laughing, becauſe he has nothing to ſay ; 
To all my whole ſex obliging and free, 

Yet ne er be he fond of any but me; 

In publick preſerve the decorum that's juſt, 
And ſhew in his eyes he's true to his truſt ; 
Then rarely approach, and reſpectfully bow, 
Eut not fulſomely pert, or foppiſhly low. 


But when the long hours of publick are paſt, 

And we meet with champagne and a chicken at laſt, 
May ev'ry fond pleaſure that moment endear ; 

Re baniſh'd afar both diſcretion and fear! | 
Porgetting or ſcorning the airs of the crowd, 

He may ceaſe to be formal, and I to be proud, 
Till loft in the joy, we confeſs that we live, 
And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive. 


And that my delight may be ſolidly fix'd, 

Let the friend and the lover be handſomely mix'd, 

In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul may confide, 
Whoſe kindneſs can ſooth me, whoſe council can guide. 
From ſuch a dear lover as here I deſcribe, h 
No danger fiould fiight me, no millions ſhould bribe ; 


But till this aftoniſhing creature I know, _ 
As I long haveliv'd chaſte, I will keep my ſelf fo, 


I never will ſhare with the wanton coquet, 


Or be caught by a vain affectation of wit. 


The toaſters and ſongſters may try all their art, 
But never ſhall enter the paſs of my heart. 


I loath the lewd rake, the dreſs'd fopling deſpiſe : 


Before ſuch purſuers the nice virgin flies : 
And as Ovid has ſweetly in parables told, 
We harden like trees, and like 11vers grow cold. 


-8 O N G TN. 
ARE CE IP F to Cure the Varobss. 


By the ſame Hand. 


JIA 7HY will Delia thus retire; 
And idly languiſh life away? 


While the ſighing crowd admire, 


Tis too ſoon for hartſhorn tea. 


All thoſe diſmal looks and fretting 
Cannot Damon's life reſtore ; 

Long ago the worms have eat him, 
You can never ſee him more. 


Once again conſult your toilette, 
In the glaſs your face review: 
So much weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no ſpring your charms renew. 


I, like you, was born a woman, 
Well I know what vapours mean : 


T he diſeaſe, alas! is common; 


Single, we have all the ſpleen. 


All the morals that they tell us, 
Never cur'd our ſorrow yet: 
Chuſe, among the pretty fellows, 
One of honour, youth, and wit. a 
F 2 Prithee 


6 


Prithee hear him every morning, 
At the leaſt an hour or two; 
Once again at night returning 
I believe the doſe will do. 


$ ON G LXXVL 


By the Earl of C d. 
ISTAKEN fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His doctrine is decciving; 
For whilſt he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our living. 


To die's a leſſon we ſhall know „„ 
Jo ſoon without a maſter; 

Then let us only ſtudy now 
T * "BH - 
How may we live the faſter. 


To live's to love, to bleſs, be bleſt 
With mutual inclination; 

Share then my ardour in your breaſt, 
And kindly meet my paſſion. 
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But l if thus bleſsd I may not live, 
And pity you deny, 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
Jis I muſt learn to die. 


S O NG IXXVII. 
By the fans Hand. 
. Fanny blooming fait 
Firſt caught my raviſh'd fight, 


Struck with her ſhape and air, 
I felt a ſtrange delight: 


— — — 


Written in a Lady's Sherlock upon Death. 
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( 53) 


Vyhilſt eagerly I gaz'd, 


Admiring ev'ry part, 
And ev'ry feature prais'd, 
| She ſtole into my heart. 


In her bewitching eyes 

Ten thouſand loves appear ; 
There Cupid baſking lies, 

His ſhafts are hoarded there. 

Her blooming cheeks are dy'd 

With colour all their own, 
Excelling far the pride 

Of toſes newly blown. 


Her well-turn'd limbs confels, 
The lucky hand of Jove ; 


Her features all expreſs 


The beauteous queen of love: 


What flames my nerves invade, 


When I behold the breaft 
Of that too charming maid 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſs'd. 


Venus round Fanny's waiſt 
as her own Ceſtus bound, 
With guardian Cupids grac'd, 
Who dance the circle round. 
How happy muſt he be 
Who ſhall her zone unlooſe ! 
That bliſs to all, but me, 
May heay'n and ſhe refuſe. 


SO N G LXXvIMI. 


By the ſame Hand. 


Henever, Chloe, I begin 


Your heart like mine to move, 


You tell me of the crying fin 
Of unchaſte lawleſs love. 


£4 


( 5+} 
How can that paſſion be a fin, 5 . 
Which gave to Chloe birth? | 
How can thoſe joys but be divine, 
Which make a heay'n on earth? 


| 


To wed, mankind the prieſt trepann'd 
By ſome fly fallacy, 

And diſobey'd God's great command, — 
Increaſe and multiply. 


N 
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Lou ſay that love's a crime; content: | f 
Vet this allow you muſt, 

More joy's in heav'n if one repent, 
Than over ninety juſt. 


in then, dear girl, for heaven's ſake, 
Repent and be forgiven ; 
Bleis me, and by repentance make 
A holy-day in heav'n. 


8 G N en 
On the BIATR of His Royal Highneſs the 
PRINCE: or WALES. 


O George and Charlotte, happy pair, 
A ſon is born, a royal heir, 
Bring ev'ry jem from chryſtais bred, 
To crown the lovely infant's head: 
Britons all hail th' auſpicious morn, 
When George and Charlotte's fon was born. 


The RARITIES of LONDON. 


A MEDLEY. : 


(Geho Dobbin.) 
OME Roger, and liſten to where IJ have been, 


4 Ize tell thee what wonderful zights I have zeen ; £ 
la | Such | 
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(5s ) 
Such places for paſtime, as now bear renown, 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town, 
Oh brave London! Oh ſweet London! 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town, 


( John and Betty.) 


Firſt you muſt know, 
That we did go 
Into the city ; 
And zaw not far 
From Temple“ bar, 
The wax- work pretty. 


(1 made love to Kate, &c.) 


Then they carried me 
To church built by St. Paul; 
Tho! thouſands I did zee, 
I'was bigger than 'em all. 
And up the winding ſtairs, 
Amaz'd, we did aſcend ; 
So many, waunds ! I thought 
Me n&er ſhou'd zee an end. 
But how I gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the top we came, 
Had you been in my place, 
Why you'd have done the zame. 
(Tom loves Mary paſſing awell, KC.) 
To Guild-hall next we did repair, 
That we might view the giants; 
They told me they ſtood always there, 
| To bid the French defiance. 


And when they heard the clock ſtrike one, 
They would come down and greet me: 


I cod I did not like ſuch vun, 


i was afraid they'd eat me. 


(Stick a Pin there.) 


And then to the Tower away we all ſtroll'd, 
The lions, the armour, and crown to behold ; 


When 


(56) 


When the ſhow-man at laſt bid the laſſes ſo fair, 


In old Harry's pincuſhion ftick a pin there. 


Stick a pin there, &c. 


(My fond ſhepherds of late, &c.) 
Back to Weſtminſter-abbey we ſtray'd, 


Where are zeen all the kings, queens, and tombs ; 


But I never zaw ſince I was made, 
Such a number of deadly high rooms. 
Then the organs play'd up too ſo fine. 
What the boys ſung, I underſtood not; 
But the people in chorus did join, 
That in heav'n I thought I was got. 


= The Attic Fire.) 
At play-houſe too I did admire, 


A man who wajk'd upon a wire, 


As thof it was the ground ; 

And then the zails of our old mill, 

When mov'd, compar'd with him, ftand itil}, 
So faſt he did turn round. 


( Kitty Fell.) 


But now the time, alas! was come, 
When ] muſt think of going home, 
Ah me, unhappy clown! 
I dream of what I'd zeen all night, 
And early by the morning light, 

I left dear London town. | 
Charming London ! happy London ! 


Adieu] dear London, London town. 


8 O N G - LXXXL 


In the Orzza of ARTAXERXES. 


Set by Dr, Awe. 


F infancy our hopes and fears, 
L Were to each other known ; 


Sad} fr Hhkind qNf 5 2.8 Oi Aod «6. © 
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No ſordid int'reſt then appears, 
Affection rules alone: 
As friendſhip ripen'd with our youth, 
The fruit was gather'd there, 
| Bright wiſdom and fair blooming truth, 
* Subſided ev'ry care. 


Ah! happy, more than happy ſtate, 
Where ent are twin'd in one; 

Yet few (ſo rigid is our fate) 
May w ear the tender crown: 

By one rude touch, the rofes fall, 
And all their beauties fade; 

In vain we ſigh, in vain we call, 
Too late is human aid. 


The R OAS T B E EF of Orp Euer inn 


1 TA 


Taken from a celebrated PRixxr of the Ingenious 
Mr. HOGART H. 


RECITATIVE. 


2 WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, Madame Grandfire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe that way took: 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
Good father Dominick by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 
His benediction on it he beſtow'd ; 
And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 
He lick'd hi chaps and thus the knight addreſs'd. 


A levely 


—_— — — — 


A 


(58) 
(4 hovely laſs to a Friar came, &c.) 


Oh rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If Iwas doom'd to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury fave thee. 


Renown'd Sir Loin, oft-times decreed, 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 
On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchmen's palate . 
Then how much more thy taſte doth exceed 
Soup meagre, frogs, and fallad. 
RECTFA-FI1VE.. 
A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
Who ſuch a fight before had never ſeen ; 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 
His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl. 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole. 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief. 
AIR. 
( Foote's Minuet. ) 
Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar it is de roaſt beet from Londre ; 
Oh! grant to me von letel bite. 
But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies ; | 


| In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 


Return and let me feaſt my eyes. 
RECITATIVE. 


His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray ; 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 


By honeſt means to gain his daily bread. 


Soon 


(59) 


Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blund'ring accents dolefully he cry'd. 


A+ 


| (Ellen a Roon.) 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
90 taking thy ſight is, | 
My joy that ſo light is, | 
To view thee, by pailfuls, runs out of my eyes. 


While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah! hard-hearted Lewy! 
Why did I come to you ? 
The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me from 
ſtarving. TOES, 


"-RECITATIVE 
Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney fat, 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when Old-England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 
His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide: 


With liſted hands, he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrub'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe. 


AIR. 
(The Broom of Coxudenknows.) 


How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is fo great. 
O the beef! the bonny, bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown; 
I wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down. 


Ah Charley! hadit thou not been ſeen, 
This n&er had happ'd to me; | 
57 I would 
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( 60) 


{ would the de'el had pick d mine ey'n, 
E'er I had gang'd wi' thee. 
O the beef, &c. 


RECIT.ATEYVE. 


But ſee my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; 


Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 


And whips, and chains, and tori tures are not known, 


Tho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing, 


A IX. 


(Roaſt Beef of Old-England.) 
As once ona time a young frog, pert and vain, 


Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 


He boaſted his fize he cou'd quickly attain. 
O the roaſt beef of Old-England, 
And O the Oid-Engliſh roaſt beet. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 


Mamma who ſtood by like a knowing old dame, 


Cry'd Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to ome.” 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But deaf to advice he for glory did thirſt, 


An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him burſt 
O the roaſt beet, &c. 


Then Britons be valiant, the moral is clear ; 


The ox is Old-England ; the frog is Monſieur; 
Whole puffs and bravadoes we never need fear. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


For while bv our commerce and arts we are able 

Jo ſee the Sir Loin ſmoaking hot on the table, 

"The French may e'en burlt like the frog in the ſable. 
O the roaſt beef of Old-England, 
And O the Old-Engliſh roaſt beef. 


SONG 


(61 


The ALBION': SONG. 


S long as our coaſt does with whiteneſs appei:, 
Still Albion ſtands foremoſt in verſe; 
Whilſt harmony, friendſhip, and joys are held dear, 
New bards ſhall our praiſes rehearſe 
Though lodges lets favour'd, leſs happy decay, 
Deitroy'd by old Time as it runs ; 
Tho! Maſons, Gregortans, and Bucks ſade away, 
Still Albion ſhal} live in her ſons. 


If envy attempts our ſucceſs to impede, 
United we'll trample her down : 
If faction ſhou'd threaten, we'll ſhew we're agreed, 
And difcord ſhall own we are one. 
Though lodges, &c. 


Whilſt with ardour we glow this our order to raiſe, 
Promoting it's welfare and peace : 
Old Albion's return, our endeavours to praiſe, 
And new ones confirm the incteaſe. 
Though lodges, &c. 


Go on, cries our parents, for Time is your ſriend, 
Its flight ſhall encreaſe your renown : 
Gay mirth ſhall your gueſt be, and Bacchus attend, 
And joy all your meetings ſhall crown. 
Though lodges, &c. 


8 O N 6 LXXXIV. 


A* Nancy tis time to diſarm your bright eyes, 
And lay by thoſe terrible glances; 

Mie live in an age that's more civil and wiſe, 

Than to follow the rules of 1omances. 


When once yuur round bubbies begin thus to a 
They'll allow you no long time for courting 3 
And you'll find it a very hard taſk to hold out, 
For all maidens are mortal at fouiteen, 
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HILE the veſſel ſo cruel!» lics, 
Impatient to hurry me o'er; 
And tear me from all that theſe eyes 
Can ever eſteem and adore, _ 


O! charmer, receive the fond lays, 


Which thy ſoftneſs has tenderly ſtole, 


Nor refute what io tully conveys 
Each ſecret receſs of my ſoul. 


Let each doubt, each ſuſpicion, my dear, 


In that boſom be ever ſuppreſs'd, 


Nor ſuffer one ſhadow of fear, 


Oh! Sally, to rife in your breaft. 


helieve, matchleſs maid, a fond youth, 
* 


ho' the ocean ſhall ſet us apart, 


An Engliſhman's pride is his truth, 


And his principal glory his heart. 


On what diſtant ſhore could I find, 
Let truth all impartial declare, 
A maid with fo {potleſs a mind, 
Or a face ſo enchantingly fair. 


Let kurricanes dreadfully riſe, 
And the face of all nature deform, 
Still love ſrall foar up to the ſkies, 
And ſafely ride over the ſtorm. 


Ia winter's moſt boiſterous gale, 


What dangers, O fay, can I prove? 


When honour alone ſwells the fail, 
And the bark is directed by love. 


The fates ſhall indulgently guard, 
lover who n&er can grow cold, 
Au heaven approving reward, 


1147. flames as it ſmiles to behold 
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8 O N G IXXXVI. 


Sung by Mr. BEA RD, in the Farr, 


HAT cheer, my honeft meſimates, 
You're welcome all on ſhore, 
We've done our duty bravely, 
And ready to do more: 
We mount up a cliff, we hazard the mine, 
And we laugh at the turbulent ſea, 
Our king to defend by ſea and by land, 
Our laws and liberty. 


What &er we are commanded, 


With courage we obey, 
And when our foes are baſhful, 


We beckon them to ſlay : 


We mount up a cliff, we hazard the mine, 
And we laugh at the turbulent ſea, 
Our king to defend, &c. 


When we are on the top-maſt, 


We ſpy a fail in view, 
Then fire an eighteen-pounder, 
In haſte to bring her too ; 
No canvas we ſpare, but quickly come near, 
In ſpite of the tuibulent fea, 
For our king weill defend, &c. 


Now monſieurs off are ſtealing, 
Like maggots in a nut, 
We ſcorn ſuch idle dealing, 
D0 down we bear full-but: 
No canvas we fpare, but tip 'em a cheer, 
And a prize ſhe's ſure to be, 
For our king we'll defend, &c. 


On ſhore we want no forming, 
We re one united band, 
(3 2 


(654) 
The word being giv'n for ſtorming, 
Wie fall to cutlaſs in hand: 
Wa mount up a cliff, we hazard à mine, 
And we laugh at the turbulent (ta, 
Our king to defend, &c, 


At home our peace preſerving, 
O may he happy reign, 
A conſort fo deſerving, 
VIII well that peace maintain: 
While doing his beſt, O may he be bleſt 
With a royal progeny, 
This iſle to defend, unto the world's end, 
Our laws and liherty. 


8 0 N IXxxXVn. 
By Lord LxTTLETON, — Set by Mr. Ja cRKSOR. 


18 heavy hours are almoſt paſt 

That part my love and me; 

My longing eyes may hope at laſt, 
Their only wiſh to ſee. 


But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt fo long? 


Will love in all your pulſes beat, 


And tremble on your tongue? 


V ill you in ev'ry look declare 
Your heart is {till the ſame ? 
And heal each idly anxious care 
Our fears in abſence frame ? 


Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When ſhortly we ſhall meet, 

And try what yet remains between 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind 
Shall falſe and groundlels prove; 
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If ] am doon'' at length to find 
You have forgot to love; 


All Jof Venus aſk, is this; 
No mote to let us join; 


But grant me here the flatt' ring bliſs, 
hs die and think you mine. 


DAMO N and DELTA: 
In Imitation of Ho RACE. 


By the ſame Hand. 


Damon. ELL me, my Delia, tell me why 

My kindeſt, fondett looks you fly: 

What means this cloud upon your Liow ? 

Have I offended ? tell me how ? 

So ne change has happen'd in your heart, 

Some rival there kas ſtob'n a part; 

Reaſon thele ſears may diſapprove ; 

But yet 1 fear, becauſe I love. 


Delia. Firſt, tell me, Damon, why to-day 

At Belvidera's feet you lay? 

e with ſuch waimth her charms you prais'd, 
And ev'ry trifling beauty rais'd, 
As if you meant to let me lee 

Your flatt'ry is not all for ime ? 

Alas! too well your tex 1 knew, 

Nor was to weak to think you tiue. 


Damon. Unkind ! my falſehood to upbretd, 
When your own orders | obev'd, 
10 1 bid Mme ry by thi 30 =GllC 
The notice of the world to cheat, 
And hide beneath annthes name 
Ihe ſecret of our matiial flanie 
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Heli Damon, your prudence I confeſs, | | 1 
But let me wiſh it had been leſs; _ j 


Too well the lover's part you play'd, 

Vi ich too much art your court you made; 
Had it been only art, your eyes GE 
Wou'd not have join'd in the diſguiſe. 


Damon. Ah, ceaſe thus idly to moleſt | 
With groundlefs fears thy virgin breaſt. 
While thus at fancy'd wrongs you grieve, 
To me a real pain you give. _ 


Delia. Tho' well might your truth diſtruſt, 
My fooliſh heart believes you jult ; 
Reaſon this faith may diſapprove, 

But I believe, becauſe I love. 


S ON G ILXXXIX. 


To Miſs F —. 


By the ſame Hand. 
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NCT, by the muſe alone inſpii'd, 
0 I ſung my am'rovs ſtrains: 
No ſerious love my boſom fir'd ; 

Yet ev'ty tender maid deceivd 
The idly mournful tale believ'd, 
And wept my fancy'd pains. 


But Venus now to puniſh me, 

For having feigned ſo well, 
Has made my heart fo fond of thee, 
That not the whole Aonian choir, 


Can accents ſoft enough infpire, 


— 


It's real flame to tell. 


(67) 
8 O N GQ LAX. 
To the ſame Lady. 


O him who in an hour muſt die, 
Not ſwifter ſeems that hour to fly: 
Than ſlow the minutes ſeem to me, | 
Which keep me from the ſight of thee. 


Not more that trembling wretch would give 
Another day or year to live; 


Than I to ſhorten what remains 


Of that long hour which thee detains. 


Oh! come to my impatient arms, | 
Oh! come with all thy heav'nly charms: 
At once to juſtity and pay | 
The pain I feel trom this delay. 


s ON G LXXXXL 
By the ſame Hand. 


HEN I think on your truth, I doubt you no 
more;.:....--: 
blame all the fears I gave way to before, 
I ſay to my heart, © Beat reſt, and believe 
* 'That whom once ſhe has choſen ſhe never will leave. 


But ah ! when I think on each raviſhing grace 
That plays in the ſmiles of that heav'nly face, 
My heart beats again ; I again apprehend 
Some fortunate rival in every friend. 


'Theſe painful ſuÞicions you cannot remove, | 
Zince you neither can lefſen your charms nor my love; 
Eut doubts caus'd by paſſion you never can blame; 
For they are not ill founded, or you feel the fame. 
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Inceſſant joys around her flew, 


(68) 


8 0 N U Len 7 


Set by Dr. Arne.—Sung by Mr. VerNo wy, _ 


HEN fair Serena frſt I knew, 
By friendſhip's happy union charm'd ; 


And gentle imiles my boſom warm'd. 


But when with fond ofncious care 
[ preis'd to breathe my am'rous pain, 
Her lips ſpoke nought but cold deſpair, 
Her eyes ſhot ice through ev'ry vein. 


Thus in Italia's lovely vales 

The ſun his genial vigour yields, 
Reviving heat each ſenſe regales, 

And plenty crowns the ſmiling fields. 


When nearer we approach this ray, 
High on the Alps' ſtupendous brow, 

Surpriz'd we ſee pale ſun- beams play 
On eyerlaſting hills of ſnow. 


£8 N NE 
From the Spaniſh of LOPEZ DE VEGA. 


Apricious Wa ſonnet needs muſt have; 
| I ne'er was ſo put to't before ;—a Sonnet! 
Why fourteen verſes muſt be fpent upon it; 
"Tis good howe'er t have conquer'd the firſt ſtave. 


Yet I ſhall ne'er find rhymes enough by half; 
Said I, and found myſelf i' th? midſt of the ſecond. 
If twice four verſes were but fairly reckon'd, 
i thould turn back on th' hardeſt part and laugh. 


Thus ſar with good ſucceſs I think I've ſcribbled, 


And of the twice ſeven lines have clean got o'er ten.“ 
Courage! 


o'er ten. 
ourage! 


| ( 69 ) 
Courage ) another Il finiſh the firſt triplet. 
"Thanks to thee, muſe, my work begins to ſhorten, 
There's thirteen lines got through driblet by c11ble:. 
is done! count how you will, I warrant there's 
tourteen, 


8 O N G LXXXXIV. 


* vain you tel] your parting lover, 

You wiſh fair winds may waft him over: 

Alas! what winds can happy prove, 

Which bear me far from what I love ? 

Alas! what dangers on the main, 

Can equal thoſe that I ſuſtain, | 


From fiighted vows and cold diſdain. 


Be gentle, and in pity chooſe _ 
To wiſh the wildeſt tempeſt looſe, 
That thrown again upon the coaſt, 


Where fitſt my ſhipwreckt heart was loſt, 


I may once more repeat my pain, 
Once more in dying notes complain, 
Of ſighted vows and cold diſdain. 


5 O N G IXXXXV. 
The FOX C HA c E. 
By Mr. MozrEN.— Tune, Hela Ne Guira. 


ARK, hark, jolly ſportſmen, a-while to my tale, 

Which to pay your attention, I'm ſure cannot 

fail. . 
Tis of lads, and of horſes, and dogs that ne'er tire, 
O'er ſtone walls and hedges, thro' dale, bog and briar. 

A pack of ſuch hounds, and a ſet of ſuch men, 5 

Tis a ſhrewd chance if ever you meet with again; 

Had Nimrod, the mightieſt of hunters, been there, 


Fore gad, he had ſhook like an aſpin for fear. 
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(670) 


In ſeventeen hundred, and forty and four, 
The fifth of December, I think 'twas no more, 
At five in the morning, by moſt of the clocks, 
We rode Som Killruddery in fearch of a fox, 
The Laughiinfown landlord, the bold Owen Bray, 
And Johnny Adair, too, was with us that day ; 
Jce Debill, Hall Preſton, that huntſman ſo ſtout, 


Dick Holmes, a few others, and ſo we ſet out. 


We caſt off our hounds for an hour or more, 
When Wanton ſet up a moſt tuneable roar ; 5 
Hark to Wanton, cry'd Joe, and the reſt were not ſhack, 
For Wanton's no trifle, eſteem'd in the pack. 
Old Bonny and Collier came readily in, 
And every hound join'd in the muſical din; 
Had Diana been there, ſhe'd been pleas'd to the life, 
And one of the lads got a goddeis to wife. 


Ten minutes paſt nine was the time of the day, 
When Reynard broke cover, and: this was his way; 
As ſtrong from Killeager, as tho' he could fear none, 
Away he bruſh'd round, by the houſe of Killternan. 
To Cartick-mines thence, and to Cherry-wood, then 
Steep Shank-hill he clim'd, and to Ballyman-glen, 
Bray Commons he croſs'd, lea p'd lord Angleſey's wall, 
And ſeem'd to ſay, little I value you all.“ 


He ran Buſt's grove, up to Carbury Byrn's, 
Joe Debill, Hall Preſton, kept leading by turns; 
The earth it was open, yet he was fo ſtout, 
Tho? he might have got in, yet he choſe to keep out, 
To Malpas' high hills was the way then he flew, 


At Dalkey ſtone common we had him in view; 
He drove on by Bullock, thro' ſhrub Glanagery, 


And fo on to Mountown, where Laury grew weary. 


Y Thro' Rocheſtown wood, like an arrow he paſs'd, 


And came to the ſteep hills of Dalkey at laſt : 
There gallantly plung'd himſelf into the fea, 
And ſaid in his heart, ſure none dare follow me.“ 


But 


LY, 


Ut, 


But 


. LY not my (ong, tho! 'tis to an 0. tune, 


(71) 
But ſoon to his coſt, he perceiv'd that no bounds 
Could ſtop the purſuit of the ſtaunch mettl'd hounds 
His policy here, did not ſerve him a ruſh, 
Five couple of tarters were haid at his bruſh. 


To recover the ſhore, then again was his drift, 
But &er he could reach to the top of the clift, 
He found both of ſpeed and of cunning a lack, 
Being way-laid, and kill'd by the reſt of the pack. 
At his death there were preſent the lads that I've ſung, 
Save Laury, who, riding a garron, was flung : 
Thus ended at length a moſt delicate chace, 
That held us five hours and ten minutes ſpace. 


We return'd to Killruddery's plentiful board, 
Where dwells hofpitality, truth, and my lord ; 
We talk'd o'er the chaſe, and we toaſted the health 
Of the man that ne'er vary'd for places or wealth. 


Owen Bray baulk'd aleap, ſays Hall Preſton, twas odd, 


*I was ſhameſul, cry'd Jack, by the great living 
Said Preſton, I halloo'd, © get on, tho? you fall, 
Or [Il leap over you, your blind gelding, and all.” 


Each glaſs was adapted to freedom and ſport, 
For party affairs, were conſign'd to the court; 
Thus we finiſh'd the reſt of the day and the night, 


In gay flowing bumpers, and ſocial delight. 
Then till the next meeting, bid farewel each brother, 


So ſome they went one way and ſome went another; 
* % # - p 

As Phoebus beiriended our earlier roam, 

So Luna took care in conducting us home. 


8 O N G LXXXXVI. 
By the ſame Hand. | 
Tune Cobler there awas, Ec. 


No melting italian, or French rigadoon; 
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(672 
The French are made up of intrigue and deſign, 
And pleaſe me in nought—but their abſence and wine. 
Derry down, &c. 


With ruin, fatigu'd, and grown quite melancholic, _ 
Ill fing you how old daddy Time took a frolic, 
By the help of good claret, to diſſipate cares; | 
1 The ſpot was Killternan, —the houſe was Adair's. 
} 1% | Dterry down, &c. 


Not us'd to the fight of the ſoberer race, | 
With the door in her hand, the maid laugh'd in his face; 
| For ſhe thought by his figure be muſt be, atleaſt, 
f Some plodding mechanic, or prig of a prieſt. 
; 5 Derry down, &c. 


But as ſoon as he ſaid, that he came for a glaſs, 

Without any reſerve, ſhe reply'd, he might paſs; 

Yet ſmoak'd his bald pate as he totter'd along, 

And deſpis'd him as modern's deſpile an old ſong. _ 
i Derry down, &c. 


Jack Adair was at table with fix of his friends, 

Who (for making him drunk) he was making amends ; 
| Time hop'd, at his preſence, none there was affronted, 
* Sit down boys, ſays Jack, and prepare to be hunted.” 
| | Derry down, &c. 


They drank hand to fiſt, for fix hours and more ; 
Till down tumbled Time, and began for to ſnore: 
Five gallons of claret they pour'd on his head, 
And were going to take the old flincher to bed. 
oa Derry down, &c. 


When Jack, who's poſſe(s'd of a pretty eſtate, 


(And wou'd to the Jord it was ten times as great) 

| Thought aptly enough, that if Time didn't wake, 

| He might loſe all he had, by the world's running back. 

| 1 | | Derry down, &c. 
4 So twitching his ſorelock, Time open'd his eyes, 

| And, ſtaggering, ſtar'd with a deal of ſurprize; 6 

4 3 3 ays 
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673) 
Says he, 1 muſt mow down ten nnllions of men, 
But, cer you drink thrice, Il be with ye again. 
a Derry down, &c. 


For your claret, my boy, give me hold o your fiſt, 
'Thou'rt as honeſt a fellow as ever yet p-ſt; | 
Go on with your bumpers, your beef and good cheer, 
And the darling of Time, fhall be Johnny Adair. 

| Derry down, &c. 


SEA-S ON G. 


O you ſee as a ſeaman I'll heave off 
A bit of a Song in my way; 
But if you don't like it, I'll leave off, 
Il I ſoon can my ſinging belay. 

An odd lingo muſicianers write in 
Concerning flats, ſharps and all that ; 

We ſailors are ſharp in our fighting, 
And as to the French, they are flat. 


5 Italians may poliſh your ears 
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With ſolos and ſuch ſort of tunes: 
F But 


Heart of Oak ſong is three cheers : 

> * Twas ſet to the ſound of our guns. 
With Monſieurs our muſic does wonders ; 
I Our bombs and broadfides ſerenading; 
2 Our organs are twenty-four-pounders : 

| The Concert a briſk cannonading. 


With Saunders we gave em the vapours ; 

| At Hawke like parch'd peas they have ſkipp'd, 
Quebec twas we made em cut capers ; 

At Martinico they all are unſhipp'd. 

Such harmony we tars delight in, 5 
Lis our paſtime wherever we come: 

Since abroad we've kept time in our fighting, 

Let's all keep in tune Lads at home. 
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Or a jail, fine and pill'ry won't fail to confute. 


„ 
S O N G LXXXXVIIL 
Tune, In infancy our hopes and fears, &e. 
N lovely Jenny's form is ſeen : 


Lach ſott enchanting grace; 
Reſiſtleſs beauties in her mein; 


Love revels in her face. 


Her mind 1s as her form complete, 
Embelliſhed with each art; 
Her temper affable and ſweet, 
Enchains cach gazer's heart. 
"8. O.,N ©: LXXRMIY. 
ENGLAND's SCOTCH FRIEND. 
Tune, When mighty Reaf! Beef, &c. 


NY the peace is ſo forward, we hope it doth tend 


To make us ſuppoſe that the war's at an end, 
Aud that England hath found in a Scot her beſt friend. 
O the Scotch friend of old England, 
And oh the old England's Scotch friend! 


And, if we are allowed to go on with ſuppoſes, 
We ſhall flzep in whole ſkins, and eſcape bloody noſes : 
So fafe is the peace that friend Jockey propoſes. 

O the Scotch Friend, ce. 


Henceforth then let ev'ry reviler be mute, 
And revere his preſerver in bonny J—- B—, 


O the Scotch friend, &c. 


Pitt points to our troops, and they boldly advance, 

To attack the poſſetſions of Spain and of France ; 

But how plainly has—prov'd it all a fool's dance! 
O the Scotch friend, &c. " 
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And when our ſucceſſes had ruin'd our trade, 


But vnite to curſe PIirr, and to bleſs |— B—. 


(1s) 
When with loſs of much treaſure and many brave men, 
We had fooli/bly conquer'd nine places in ten, 
How wz/ely doth Jockey give all back again! 
O the Scotch friend, &c. 


And our foes by their loſſes their fortunes had made, 
How timely did Jockey bring peace to our aid! 
O the Scotch friend, &c. | 


Then filence, ye brawlers, no longer diſpute, 
Nor think with dull reas'ning a Scot to refare ; 


O the Scotch fiiend of Old England, 
And oh the Old England's Scotch friend! 


£ 0N-6< 


Sung by Mr. WiLpeR. 


6 hy take in good part the ſqueeze of the hand, 
| 'T hat Janguage of lovers, who Gare not demand ; 
And then with another, as cloſe and as dear, 


_ - You've made him believe, his happineſs near. 


Then to tell him a tale of a cock and a bull, 
That you meant no ſuch thing but wes playing the 
nn. © * 3 


The tread on the toe, to admit and he free, 


And ſtraight to reply with a toe repartee; 

To expreſs with your eyes, your inward deſires, 

And thus with full hopes to kindle his fires. 
Then to tell him a tale, &c. = 


When he wants to diſcloſe, what he dare not reveal, 


When he looks very filly, and means a great deal, 


When he thinks (if e'er thinking ſhould enter his braio) 
You'll now grant his wiſh, the eaſe of his pain. | 
Then to tell him a tale, &c. 


H2 To- 


(76) 

o let him inrap:ur'd proceed on to bliſs, 
'To ſuffer the ſnatch or the theft of a kiſs ; 
When coynels retreating, unwillingly flies, 


hen ſighs anſwer murmurs, and eyes talk to eyes. 


Then to tell him a tale, &c. 


d EA 8 ONO: 
On the SPANISH Wax. 


the wings of the air, this war we'll declare, 
"I'll like Frenchmen the Spaniards ſhall cringe ; 
"The muzzles of our guns we'll rub againſt the dens 


ih our wadding their whiſkers ſinge. 


As we treated monſieurs, with lower deck tiers, 

We'll ſerve the ſame ſauce to the dons, | 
For fear of miitake, the terms that we make, 

We'll explain by the mouths of our guns. 


Monſieur, wee, wee, and Si S'gnior Si! 
May ſplice fleets faith and troth, 

Twill fave us trouble to fight 'em double, 
One drubbing will do for both. 


Then about ſhip, boys, in jollity join, 
This war the Spaniards ſhall rue; 

The laurels we planted in ſamd fitry-nine, 
May we gather in ſixty-two. 


8:0 N El. 
Set by Dr. AxxE.— Sung by Miſs Youne. 


Y dear miſtreſs has a heart, 
Sott as theſe kind looks ſhe gave me, 
When with love's refiſtleſs art, e 
And her eyes ſhe did enſlave me; 
But her conſtancy's ſo weak, 5 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one day aſunder. 
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Melting joys about her move, 
Killing pleaſures, wounding bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her Eyes in love, 
And her lips ean arm with kiſſes: 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks ; 
She's my delight, all mankind's wonder 
But my jealous-heart wou'd break, 
Shou'd we live one day aſunder. 


8 0 N G cin. 
The H U M. Sung I) Mr. Su UrER. 


USH about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the heart, 
While thus we fit round on the Stay! 
What buſinefs have I an old ſong to impart, 
When I, ſirs, a new one can ſay, can ſay. 
When I, firs, a new one can ſay. 


What ſhall I fiſt ſay, or what ſhall I firſt do? 

Or what beſt will my bad voice become? 

Why faith, firs, I'll ſtrive by my verfes to ſhew, 
That life is alas! but a hum, &c. 


Children weep at their birth, and old men when they die, 
At death they moſt wretched look glum ; 

At our entrance and exit we equafly cry, 

Which proves our life plainly a Hum. &c. 


Behold the coquette, with a circle beſet, 
Fiſh for hearts by the bait of her bloom; 

Tho' ſhe melts in each look, as by each lover took, 
Yet her ſoftneſs is merely a hum, &c. | 


Law and phyfic, you ſee, will make ſure of their fee, 

No advice to you gratis will come; 

Nay, the court proves ic true, money only will do, 
For merit without it's a hum, &c. 


Acquaintance pretend that your fortunes they'll mend, 
And yow to your ſervice they'll come; 
HH 3 | But 


„ 
But be you in need, and you'll find that indeed, 
Modern fi iendſhip is merely a hum, &c. 


When ſome ladies knee], ſmall devotion they feel. 
(But let us be modeſt and mum) 

At the altar they bow, but *tis only for ſhew, 
Religion with them is a hum, &c. 


In a hum let's keep off (till we've liquor enough) 
Our landlord, from entering the room: 

In the joke to ſucceed, we'll declare to Jack Speed, 
That bis reck'ning we'll pay in a hum, &c. 


We are Bum d d from our birth, till we're hum'd into earth, 
To an end of our jokes then we come: 
Take your glaſs my briſk brother, and Fl] take another, 
And let's make the moſt of a hum, a hum. 
And jet's make the moſt of a hum. 


$ 0 N G CIV. 


HEN tuneful Damon breath'd the flute, 
How ev'ry heart did beat, 
The waters huſh'd, the birds were mute, 
Nor could th' unequal ſtrains diſpute, 
The mufick was ſo ſweet. 


The liſt'n ning virgins flock'd around, 


V hilt the enchanter play'd, 


They bluſh d, and trembled at the ſound, 


Whilſt ev'ry tender finger crown'd 
Him, monarch of the ſhade. 


The lovely victor ſmiling lay, 
His triumph to ſurvey, 


He thre: his breathleſs pipe aſide 


And his more grateful lips employ'd, 
To pleaſe a better * 


SONG 


6 —_ — — 
. 2 _ _ 1 2 9 Q * 1 . * 4 
W WY OT”. A * . WES a! n 
: OY ona LIED 22 — e WON 22) 
* MN. WF * 2 . wy 2 — 2 — * 5 — < 2 4 — 5 I & 
SD, 8 * L 2 1 : *. — 3 : Wang % ES. CO 2 3 


r 


I G 


CONT SON $8; 
0 op Fe 8 


> 
2 0 2888 
r * 
8 


(79) 
LO NG 


Us'd, I remember it well, 
To frown, and to piſh, and cry he, 
When Damon his paſſion would tell; 
But J could not myſelf tell for why. 
But I could not myſelf tell for why. 
But I could, &c. 


Whenever we met on the plain, 
I always was prudiſh and ſhy ; 
He'd kiſs me and kiſs me again, 


Though I aſk'd him, he would not tel} wby. 
Though I aſk'd him, &c. 


My breath was more ſweet than the air; 


I ſung like the warblers on high; 

His ſpeeches were pretty, I ſwear, | 
But he made them, I could not tell why. 
But he made them, &c. 


Indeed, teazing ſhepherd, I cry'd, 
I know not your meaning, not I! 


| - Fo ſpeak very gravely, I try'd, 


But 1 laugh'd, tho' 1 could not tell why. 
But Ilaugh'd, &c. 


He ſtifled my laugh with a kiſs, 
And vow'd that for me he would die ; 
I thought if he did 'twas amiſs, 
So I begg'd he would tell me for why. 
90 I begg'd, &c. 


Does Phillis then pity he cries? 
To church let us inſtantly fly; 

I ſeem'd in a ſort of ſurprize, 
But I went, tho' I knew not for why. 
But 1 went, &c. 


Twas what he long wiſh'd to be at, 
I'm glad on't, I cannot deny; 
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We kiſs, and we play, and all that, 


And I love him, I need not tell why. 
And I love him, I need not tell why. 


$8.0 N G t. 


HEN late with Betſey in the grove, 
With honeſt views I talk'd of love, 
And hop'd to gain a ſinile: 
But, ah ! her heart was cold as ice, 
And, frowning, faid, pray take advice, 
And ſtay a little while. 


This cold rebuke I bore with pain, 
Nor did I urge my ſuit again, 
*Till we had walk'd a mile: 
Then trembling, oh! I preſs'd the fair, 
Who, laughing, faid, —kind Sir forbear, 
And ſtay a little while. 


Freſh torments now poſſeſs'd my heart ; 

From love and ſhe I vow'd I'd part; 
Then turning to the ſtile : 

The coy-one cry'd, don't go away; 

Ves, Ma'am, I faid, I cannot ſtay, 
No not a little while. 


Then ſpoke the ſoft complying maid, 
Believe me, Sir, I am afraid, 


My heart you would beguile z 


But if you will not me deceive, 


Take all that love and I can give; 
You've ſtaid a tedious while. 


With j joy I claſp'd the lovely form, 
Be witneſs, Gods ! how much I ſcorn 
Such brightneſs to defile : 
Love's pleaſing ſweets ſoon mace us friends, 
And Hymer's joys made me amends 
For ſtaying a little while. 
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DRINKING SONG. 


11 O ER the bowl we'll laugh and ſing, 
30 Melancholy hence away, 
King, tis almoſt empty,—ring ; 

Z Fill it, Jandlord, let's be gay. 
Wake, ye genial ſons of mirth, 

* Now's the time to baffle care; 

* Tho' we're mortals now on earth, 

' Let us fancy heaven here. 


A Happineſs we all purſue, 
Where is mote than dwells in wine? 
> Each ſull bumper give a new | 
> Pleaſure to the theme divine: 
Why ſhould wealth or care perplex us, 
Both alike to us were ſent, _ 
Woman too will often vex us, 
Wine alone can give content. 


s O N & CVvII. 


| H O' Auftria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders and 
4 | | Pruſſia, 
7 Have heroes who claim Truth's attention, 


In the roll of fair fame, as he took down each name, 
Some Britons J ſaid he ſhould mention: 

And ſince we have men, who are worthy his pen, 
Who for England act nobly as can be, 

When he ſaw me perſiſt, then he opencd his liſt, 
And in front ſtood the Marquis of Granby. 


Old Time ſhook his ſcythe as he tott'ring ſtood by, 
= His iron teeth dreadfully grated, 
But the ſad looking drone clear'd his brow froma frown, 
| When Fame had my errand related ; 
The cheeks of the chutl with a ſmile ſeem'd to curl, 
And he anſwer'd ue pleaſant as can be, EE 
| | Gait 
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Saith gr fingle-lock'd ſeer, friend, this point's pretty 
Cleary... * 


We all love the Marquis of Granby: 


Like curs in the manger let malecontents rave, 
And talk how enfeebJed our race is, 
That our fathers were manly, were vig tous and brave, 
And their hearts we might read in their faces ; 
What our anceſters were, at preſent we are, 
I can prove It as plainly as can be, 
Let tbem that would ſee what a Briton ſhould be, 
Behold but the Marquis of Granby. 


Had the Cynic Diogenes liv'd to this day, 
He'd throw down his lanthorn to view him; 


He's eſteem'd by the good, and ador'd by the gay, 
And foxhunters hark away to him; 


By his monarch ſent over to break the French cover, 


Wich brig pack as ſtaunch as ſtaunch can be, 


Of Britiſh true Blues to hunt the French Jews, 


When led by the Marquis of Granby. 


Bigot Spain has vaſt wealth, fickle France has rich winey, 


The Italians ſhow marvellous banners, 
The Indians may boaſt of emerald filPd mines, 
But Lincolnſhire boaſts of its Manners : 
The diamond when worn, may the wearer adorn, 
And ſparkle as brilliant as can be, 
But the glares of ſuch toys are momentary joys, 
For the Jewel of Briton is Granby. 


Now the hazards of war for a ſeaſon ſubſide, 
His country commands not his duty: 

Blow winds to his wiſhes, be ſafety his guide, 
To England, love, friendſhip and beauty, 

From what do ye call—Paderborn, may he happy rerurn, 
Ave, quickly too, quickly as can be ; 

What ſhall we ſay then? why here's Granby again; 
And again to the Marquis of Granby. 


The 


1 (83) 
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A BuxLESs qu CAN T A TA. 


Set by Dr. NaAREs. 


95 RECITATIVE:; 
45 8 whoſe eyes are fatal as a gun, 
5 Sat baſking in the ſun, 

, One ſtocking off, the other on: 

One ſtocking off for why? The gentle fair 
Juſt then was minded to repair 
. A breach her fragrant foot had made ; 
The faithful Damon, at her fide, 


» Intent the neat performance ey'd, 

4 And thus in plaintive numbers ſung, or ſaid. 
ver,, ä ; 
i F e 

| Nymph poſſeſs'd of ev'ry grace, 

5 Nice in finger as in face, | 

4 See thy ſwain, all pale and ſhocking, 


wines = Worn as thin as any ſtocking. 
3 Think, ah! think on what he feels: 
= And darn a heart that's out at heels. 
pe nl RECITATIVE. 
85 Around the careleſs maid 
To mortal eyes 
Reſembling flies 
A ſwarm of buzzing Cupid's play'd. 
EAA IR; 
1 
Happy inſets! Damon cry'd, 
Who at wanton leiſure ſip, 
Balmy bliſs to me deny d, 
On my Sylvia's pouling lip. 


. — . 3 * ** — 
. os K N TY ES * — 
„ 2323 N K * 


— e ⏑— E, S 


684 
1 
See from ev'ty pore diſtils 
Liquid eſſence of the roſe, 
Pearly drops in ruby rills, 
Each exuding feature ſhows. 


RECITATIVE: 
Fair Sylvia as ſhe fat, 
Simper'd attention underneath her hat. 
Fond love came on a pace: 
A gracious grin 
Prolongs her chin, 
And open flew the portal of her face. 
Quick down the roſy road 
A little ſubtle god 
Explores the dark abrde, 


And ſpite of all her coyneſs, all her art, 
Pervades the ſoft meanders of her heart. 


AIR. 


Heigh ho! Damon, what's come to me? 


Damon, now's your time to woo me. 
If you woo me now you'll win me: 
Sure, I think, the Devil's in me. 
I can neither ftay nor go, 
Damon, now's your time, heigh ho! 


$ONG cx. 
By G. A. STEVENS. 


OE evening Good-humour brought Wit as a gueſt, 


ny Friendſhip invited to ſhare of the teaſt ; 
Their liquor was claret, and love was their hoſt, 
And harmony garnith'd each double-meant toaſt. 


But while like true bucks they enjoy'd their deſign, 


For the joys of a buck lie in love, wit and wine, 
Alarm'd they all heard at the 'oor a loud knock, 


o'clock. 


And the watchman hoarſe bellow'd— Tis palt twelve 


They 


gn, 
e, 


L 
| twelve 


They 


( 35 ) 


They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog ſound, 


And upſtairs they dragg'd the impertinent hound; 
But when brought to the light, how much were they 
pleas'd, | 


To find *rwas the grey-glutton Time they had feiz'd. 


His glaſs for a lanthorn, his ſcythe for a pole, 

And a ſingle lock dangled adown his ſmooth ſcull; 

My friends, quoth he, coughing, I thought tit to 
knock, 5 


And bid ye be gone — for 'us paſt twelve o'clock. 


Says the venom-tooth'd favage, on this advice fix. 
'Z Tho' nature ſtrikes twelve, folly ſtill points at fix, 


He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear it, 
So hid him at once in a hogſhead ot claret. 


This is right, then fays Wit, while we're yet in ou: 
prime, 

There's nothing like claret for killing of time; 

Huzza, replies Love, now no more can be knock, 

Nor impertinent tell us Tis paſt twelve o'clock. 


C- 


Since time is no more, nor no more can forbid us, 

Wit and Love of that troubleſome gueſt well has id 115 
But ſhould he be wanting for any deſign, 

Henceforth he is found in a hogſhead of wine. 


A 


Since time is conkin'd in our wine, let us think, 

By this rule we are ſure of our time when we drink ; 
Come, lads, let your glaſſes with bumpers be prin''d, 
Since we're certain our drinking is always well tim'd. 


S O N G Cl. 
By the ſame Hand. 


TI USH the bumpers about, drink my toaſt and away, 
Round the brim let the liquor be lowing; 
We're robbing of life while we drinking delay, 
So prithee, dear brother, keep going: 
| 1 Here: 
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Here's a health to the man who for ſtrength feareth 
none, | N [vs 
Who values no mortal ſor riches alone, 
Fi ho ne'er treads on the weak nor gives ſorrow a frown, 
He, he's a true ſon of the bottle. 
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Ihe ſcience of drinking is better by half, 
'Than the ethics of old Ariſtotle; 

L look at all life, and at all life I laugh, 

. Except in the life of a bottle ; 

Let ſcholiaſts with ſcholiaſts explain and confound 
The motion of matter, the world's wheeling round, 4 

But make them once drunk, and the ſecret is found, 
Such wonders are work'd by the bottle. 


The ſportſman arous'd, when the horn calls away, 
O'er thicklets, ofer.quickſets will bound, fir, - 
His warm-wiſhing wife may in vain court his (tay, 

Her. requests in loud hallowings are drown'd, fir ; 
His ſport is but dull to the ſport that we boaſt, 


11 
BILE Soho—here's a bumper—hatk ! hark! to the toaſt, 
14 Hit it off and be quick, leſt the ſcent ſhould be loſt, : 
101 And we're caſt in the chace of a bottle. * 
IN Should ſickneſs, deſpair, and captivity join, Rur, 
1 I'd equal the antients in thinking; 4 
£7 ?1 8 No cordial, no comfort I'd aſk for but wine, Thi 
1155 Do freedom demand but for drinking: And 
13 Stood death like a drawer to wait on me home, 4 
$1918 Or Bailiff-like durſt he ruſh into the room, . 
l I'd try tor a moment to tip him the hum, * 
| | [| | | Till Id bumper'd the laſt of my bottle. 5 in 
| 1 | S ON G CXII. Yor 
L {HHH | 2 * 
16 By the ſame Hand. 1 
SHUE „5 | is 
| ! 1; Tune, To all you ladies now at land. 2 
B19 55 55 y he 
K NE evening at ambroſial treat, | 1 
1 O From her ætherial tour, | 3 
| . : Minervg 
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inerva the nine muſes met, 
In Ida's ſacred bower ; 3 
1 Ipollo and gay Bacchus j join, 
wa frown, | T hand in hand walk wit and wine. 
38 With my fal de rol, &. 


Pallas the ſwimming dance begun, 
x Her hair a fillet bound, 
Aue, like her eyes, the bandage ſhone, 
er ſapient temples crown'd ; 


. 
th feareth * 
3s 


found 


l Which, looſen'd in the dance, dropt down, 
1g, round,  Anc Bacchus ſnatch'd the azure zone. 
s found, 


: With my fal de rol, &c. 
i e ribband on his breaſt he plac'd, 


5 1 L 


away, By Styx, then ſwore the youth; 


fir, What had the throne of wiſdom grac'd, 
ſtay. 4 Shou'd grace the ſeat of truth: 
d, fir; At once then ope his robe he threw, 
aſt, Ard on his boſom beam'd true blue. 
he toaſt, With my fal de rol, &c. 
be loſt, | F mortals can give parters fame, 
And honours form on earth; 
ure deities may do the fame, 
And give one order birth: 
1 This ribband, lov'd celeſtials, view, 
nd ſtamp your ſanction on true blue. 
je, | With my fal de rol, Kc. 
F Urania prais'd Abe roſy god, 
Her tuneful ſiſters join; 
Minerva gave the aſſenting nod, 
P hœbus enroll'd the ſign: 
Pong the ſkies loud pæans flew, 
mpus join'd, and hail'd true blue. 
With my fal de rol, &c. 
4 is order Iris bore to earth; 


The gods enjoin'd the fair, 
Where firſt ſhe found true ſons of worth, 
To leave the ribband there : 


Minervs A. From 
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Fron clime to clime ſhe ſearching flew, 
And in Hibernia left true blue. 
W.ith my fal de rol, &c. 


S ONO OAH, 
Sung by Mrs. VrycrNT at Vauxhall. 


ELL, if | contiaue but in the ſame mind, 
I never ſhall wed I piotett ; 
There's ſomething ſo ſhocking in all the male kind, 
Thar bad my thoughts picture the beſt. 


The nymphs think it ſtrange I ſhould be annoy'd 


By man, who was meant for my good ; 
But what's in one's nature one cannot avoid, 
I'd be in the mode if I could. | 


The ſhepherds all wonder that from them I fly, 
If ſeen o'er the plains as I po; : 

Why ſtill let them wonder, at diſtance, ſay I, 
The men ſhovid be always kept ſo. 


Young Collin declares my averſion's a joke, 
And thinks in my heart to ſucceed ; 6, 
For woman, fays he, never thought as ſhe ſpoke, 
He's mighty obliging indeed. 


He caught me juſt now, and it came in his head 
To kiſs me, but from him I tore: 

Yet really believe, had he done as he ſaid, 
He could not haye frighted me more, 


I hope that ſuch freedoms he'll ne'er again uſe, 
My fix'd reſolution to ti7 

For oh, I'm quite certain I ſhall not refuſe, 
Good lack! 1 mean ſhall! not comply. 
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[ Sung by Mr. Vernon in the Pantomime called the 
| FAIR. | 
& ſtory we're told, 


How our monarchs of old, 
O'er France ſpread their royal domain, 
But no annals can ſhew, 
Their pride laid fo low, | 
As when great George the fecond did reign, brave 
boys! e 
As when brave George the ſecond did reign. 


| Of Roman and Greek, 

q Let Fame no more ſpeak, 

1 How their arms the old world did ſubdue ; 

i _ 'Thro' the nations around, | 

-4 Let our trumpets now ſound, 
? How Britons have conquer'd the new, brave boys! 
3 How Britons have conquer'd the new. 


Eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth, 
Our cannon's loud mouth 
Shall the rights of our monarch maintain : 
On America's ſtrand 
Amherſt limits the land, 
I | Boſcawen gives law on the main, brave boys! 
" Boſcawen gives law on the main. 


Each port and each town 
We (till make our own ; 
Cape Briton, Crown Point, Niagar, 
 Guadelupe, Senegal, 
Quebeck's mighty fall, 
Shall prove we've no equal in war, brave boys; 
Shall prove we've no equal in war. 


Though Conflans did boaſt, 
He'd conquer our coaſt, 
: Our thunder ſoen made Monſieur mute; 
I = : F 3 Brave 


e r 


Begar we can beat them in heels. 
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Brave Hawke wing'd his way, 
Then pounc'd on his prey, 
And gave him an Engliſh falute, brave boys! | 
And gave him an Engliſh falute. 


At Minden you know 
How we conquer'd the foe, 

While homeward their army now ſteals: 
'Tho' thev cry'd Britiſh bands 

| Are too hard for our hands, 

Begar we can beat them in heels, Morblen ! 


While our heroes from home, 
| For laurels now roam, 
Should the flat-bottom'd boats but appar; ; 
Our militia ſhall ſhew 
No wooden-ſhoe foe, 
Can with freemen in battle compare, brave boys! 
Can with freemen in battle compare. 


SL - PI 


Our fortune and lives, 
Our children and wives, 


To defend is the time now or never; 


Then let each volunteer 
To the drum-head repair. þ 
King George and Old England for ever, 3 boys! 1 


Ning George and Old England for ever. 


V 


Sung by Mr. ARE? in te Double Diſappointment. 


D* AR dolly, I love you, 1 bope there's no harm 
in that ; 


For you. are ſo ſprightly, and witty, and charming, 

that 
Whenever I fee you my heart it goes pit-a-pat, _ 
5 And 


nt. 


LATIN 


ung, 


And 


(97 ) 
And I'm. grown lean and dry, who was once ſeck aad 
fat. 
Fave me, ſave me, dear Molly fave me, 
Or J will hang myſelf, if you'll not have me. 


I'm grown a meer floven, who once was a flirting fop ; 
My fine cole black hair is chang'd for a dirty mop ; 
My face 8 grown parch'd, like an over-done mutton 
chop, 1 
That can of gravy not yield you a ſingle drop. 
Gravy, gravy, one drop of gravy, 
Een juſt as brown and dry looks your poor Davy, 


When firſt I was aſk'd to drink tea with my Molly 


dear, 
I put on my Kerry-flone buckles and ſolitaire, 


1 ſent for the barber, and cry'd © Shave me, do you 


hear, 


And I'll give you ſix-pence to drink out in ale and 


„Beer. | = 
Shave me, ſhave me, powder and ſhave me; 


Make me look ſpruce and fine, then Molly'll have 
me. | 


Then ſtraight to the place of appointment I hurried 
me, 


Where your bright eyes and ſweet looks they ſo wor- 


ried me, 
'That from that moment T thought of no other ſhe, 
And now moit humbly I crave you my bride to be. 
Crave you, crave you, —oh how | crave you, 
For my bride, from this hour, dear Molly I crave 
you. 


Hhen if you'll conſent, you ſweet little knave you, 


1 will your huſband be, and never leave you; 


My ſirname is Drope, and my chriſttan name's Davy, 
And when we are married we'll go to Glenavy. 
Navy, Navy, go to Glenavy. | 


Then who'll be ſo happy as Molly and Davy. 
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$ O N G CXVI. 
Sung by Mrs. CHMAMUEERS.— Tune, Shaun Bury. 


HEN I was a child, 
Was I never ſo wild, 
- My mother, good woman, ne'er chid me ; 
The chief of my joys, was to romp with the boys, 
And my mother ſhe never forbid me. 
At twelve I began 
To have thoughts of a man, 
As well as my mother who bore me; 
And now I'm ſixteen, to be married I mean, 
For my mother did ſo before me. - 
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THOMAS and SALLY. 


Wriiten by Mr. BicxersSTArFE—Set by Dr. Arxe. 
5 yy gator 
AIR I. Sung by Mr. Vernon 


E * Sow ecchoing horn calls the ſportſinan abroag, 


To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 
The Wen is up, and the cry of the hounds, 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
Wphat pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox, 
Oi'er hill and o'er valley he flies; | 
Then follow, we'll foon overtake him, huzza! 
The traitor is ſeiz U on and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay; 
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| 1 T former time how briſk, how gay! 


Though when in the arms of a lover, 


(-93-) 
How iweet with a bottle and laſs torefeil, 
And looſe the fatigves of the day. 
With ſport, love and wine, fickle fortune dely ; 
Dull wifdom all happineſs fours : 
Since lite is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


= SLACK 
AIR I. Sung by Miſs (Vo uN G. 


Oh! blith 1 was, as blith could be; 
But now I'm fad, ah, well-a-day : 
For my true love is gone to ſea. 


The lads purſue, I ſtrive to hun, 
Though all their arts are loſt on me; 
For I to death can love but one, 

And he, alas! is gone to fea. 


As droop the flow'rs till lights return, 
As mourns the dove it's abſent ſhe; 

So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
"Till my true love returns from ſea. 
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AIR III. Sung by Mrs. Grovss. 


HE May day of life is for pleaſure, 
For ſinging, for dancing, and ſhow : 
Then why will yon waſte ſuch a treaſute, 


In ſighing, and crying——heigho ? 


Let's copy the birds in the meadows, ; 
By her's tune your pipe when 'tis low: 
Fly round, and coquet it as ſhe does, | 
And never fit crying——helgho. 


It ſometimes may happen, I know ; 
That e'er all our toying is over, 
We cannot help crying—heigho. 


In 
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*? I'was this fir—and that fir—butr ſcarce ever nay z 
On Sundays dreſs'd out in my ſilks and my lace, 


( 94 ) 
In age, ev'ry one a new part takes, 
I find to my ſorrow tis fo ; 
When old, you may cry till your heart achs, 
But no one will mind you ——heigho. 


AIR IV. Sung by Miſs Youxs. 


W Jas poor as wretch can be, 


As great as any monarch, he, 
E'er on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
Pd work my fingers to the bone. 


Grant me, ye pow'rs, I aſk not wealth, 
Grant me but innocence and health! 
Ah! what 1s grandeur link'd to vice? 
Tis only virtue gives it price. 


AIR V. Sung by Mrs. GEO VER. 


HEN I was a young one, what girl was like me? 
So wanton, fo airy, and briſk as a bee; 
I tattled; I rambled, I laugh'd, and where'er 
A fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 


I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man ! 


Well reſt him; we all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was fo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
And jealous—tho' truly I gave him ſome caule. 


* He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me, but let me alone; 


Egad I've a tongue, and I paid him his own. 
Ye wives take the hint, and when ſpouſe is untow'rd, 


Stand firm to our charter, and have the laſt word. 


* 
But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe; 


I'm not what 1 was forty ſummers ago: 


This 


There lie joy, contentment, pleaſure, 


( 95 ) 
This Time's a fore foe, there's no ſhunning his dart, 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting mum-chance ; 
I ſtill love a tune, tho' unable to dance; 

And books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, ö 
I teack. that to others, I once did myſelf. 5 


AIR VI. Sung by Mr. VIꝑNOB. 


IFE'sa garden, rich in treaſure, 
/ Bury'd like the ſeeds in earth; 


But 'tis love muſt give them birth. 


That warm ſun it's aid denying, 
We vo happineſs can taſte ; 


But in cold obſtruction lying, 


Life is all one barren waſte. 


AIR VII. Sung by Mr. Verxox, 


AN the weak taper's feeble rays, 
0 Or lamp tranſmit the ſun's bright blaze c 
Oh ! no—then ſay how ſhall I 
In words be able to expreſs 
My love ?—it burns with ſuch exceſs, 
I almoſt die for Sally. 


When late I wander'd o'er the plain, 

From nymph, to nymph, I ſtrove in vain, 
My wild deſires to rally ; | 

But now they're of themſelves come home, 


And, ftrange ! no longer ſeek to roam: 


They centre all in Sally. 


Yet ſhe, unkind one, damps my joy, 
And cries I court but to deſtroy ; 

Can love with ruin tally ? | 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 


I would all deaths, all rorments bear, 


Rather than jnjure Sally. 


Come 


— - 


| 


* & A 5 — 42 2s 
.. ann IS 
——— — ite—_Sex_ 

q 8 7 1 — "SET CSE, J 
© 


(96) 


Come then, ph come, thou ſweeter fat“ 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lillies of the valley; 
O follow love and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally. 


DUET TO. M. Vakxon, Miſs Youxs. 


"OQUIRE. 
OME, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be deny'd; d; 
4 Fine cloathes you ſhall flaſh in, and rant it away : : 
III give you this putſe too, and hark you beſide, 
We'll kiſs and we'll toy all the long ſummer's day. 


SALLY. 


Of kiſſing and toy ing you ſoon wouldebe tir'd, 


Oh ſhould hapleſs Sally conſent to be nanght ! 


Befides, fir, believe me, 1 ſcorn to be hir'd; 


Ihe heart's not worth gaining which is to be bought. 
"SQUIRE. 


Perhaps you're afraid of the world's buſy tongue, 


But know, above ſcandal you then ſhall be put; 
And laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle-taibd chaſtity walking a-foot. 
DALLY. 
If only thro' fear of the world [ was ſhy, 
My coyneſs, and modeſty were but ill ſhown; 
It's pardon *twere eaſy with money to buy, 
But how, tell me how, I ſhou'd purchaſe my own. 
"SQUIRE. 
Leave morals to grey-beaids, thoſe lips were deſign'd 
For betten employment. 
Sl. 
FI not be a Whore. 
"SQUIRE, 
Oh fye, child! love bids you be rich, and be kinds 
„ Sur 
But virtue commands me, be honeſt and poor. 
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| E oF? dal 
AIR IX. Sung by Mr. Manow. 


N — 2 


ROM ploughing the ocean, and threſhing menſicur, 
In old England we've landed once more; 
Your hands, my brave comrades, hallo boys, what 
cheer, 
For a failor that's juſt come a-ſhore ? 


— — So et EET 


| Thoſe heQoring blades thought to ſcare us, no doubt, i 
nyd; And to cut us, and ſlaſh us—Morbleu ! L 
But hold there, avaſt, they were plaguily out, f 

We have ſlic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


* 9 4 2 — 
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Then courage, my hearts, vour own conſequence 
know, 

F Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 

= The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 

6 But *hould never be put in a fright. 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your demn'd party and idle conteſt. 

= And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 

t; | ho ſhall hight for his country the beſt. 


A ſea-ſaring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gypſics look to't ; 
Sound bottoms they' nd us, in every teſpect, 
And our pockets ell laden to boot. 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
OWN. a Have more art, to perſuade and the like; 

1 But * ware thoſe falſe colours, for better tor worſe 
fiend, | Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 


Now long live the king, may he proſperont reign, 
Of no power, no faction afraid ; 

May B:itain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd.. 


No quickianes endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm, 
Steady, Ready, and ſafe may ſhe fail ; 


ON 7 * 


11781 To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is MT 
| | But mark you the conſequence, mun ; 
itt The baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. 


Then be with a maiden, bold, frolic and ſtout, 
And no opportunity thun ; 


But mum—ſhe' S as ure as a gun. 


AIR XI. Sung by Miſs Vous. 


Uſpicious ſpirits guard my love, 
In time of danger near him bide ; 
With out- ſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide. 


And you his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh! may you then with me accord; 

A ſympathetic paſſion feel, | 

| Behold his face, and drop the ſword. 


Ye winds, your bluſtring fury leave, 
Like airs, that o'er the garden ſweep ; 
Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave, 

The calm, Hagoth boſom of the * 


(935) 
No ignorant pilots eber ſit at her helm, 
Or her anchor of liberty fail. 
10 | AIR X. Sung by Mrs. GLoves. 
"+ LL you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs, 
5 | | earn how the affair's to be done; 
77 For if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
455 You'll loſe her, as ſure as a gun. 
yt With whining, and ſighing, and vows, and all that, 
1 As far as you pleaſe, you may run; ; 
ip | She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
wy But jilt you as ſure as a gun. 


She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear he'll cry out; 


Ul 
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Till Haicyon peace return'd, once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile barms, 


My ſailor views his native ſhore, 


And harbours fate in theſe fond arms. 


DUET FT O. Mr. Vexxon, Miſs Yo! ve. 


"SQUIRE, ELL met, pretty maid, 
| / Nay, don't be afraid ; 
I mean you no miſchief, I vow ; 
Ptha! what is't you ail ? 
Come, give me your pal, 
And I'll carry it up to your cow. 


SALLY. Fray let it alone, 
I've hands of my own, 
Nor need yours to help mc—forbear : 
Hou can you perſiſt? 
I won't, Sir, be kiſt, 
Nor teaz'd thus—go trifle elſewhere. 


>Qu1RE.In yon lonely grove, 
I ſaw an alcove, 
All round the ſweet violet ſprings ; 
And there was a thrum, 
Hard by in a buſh, 
Twould charm you to hear how he (ings. 


SALLY. But hark! prithee hark! 
Look yonder's a lark, 
It warbles and pleaſes me ſo; 
To hear the ſoft tale 
O' th' ſweet nightingale, 
J would not be tempted to go. 


'SQUIRE. Then here we'll fit down : 
Come, come. never frown! 
No longer my bliſs I'll] retard; 
Kind Venus ſhall ſpread 
. - "Her veil over- head. 
And thelittle rogue Cupid keep guard 
| 4 
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14 FT RIO. Mr. Vernon, Mr. Mor, and 
„ Mis Tous. 

15 devine. GA UC raſcal, this intruſion 
17 You fhall anſwer to your cot; 
. Bully'd, ſcandaliz'd, confuſion! 


All my ſchemses and wiſhes croft. 


Taomas. Hark you, maſter, keep your diſtance, 
Sblood, take notice what ] fay ; 
There's the channel, no refiſtance, 
Tack about, and bear away. 


Sally, Wou'd you wreſt oui freedom from us 3 
Now my heart has loſt its fear; 
Oh my beſt, my deareſt Jhomas, 
vure ſome angel brought you here, 


SQUIRE, Since her paltry inclination 
„ Stoops to ſuch a thing 38 you z 
ihus I naxe a recantatjon, 
Wretehed, fooliſh girl adieu! 


DUETTO. Mr. Mayon, Miſs Youss. 


Tnow.F ET ſops pretend in flames to melt, 
| And talk of gangs they never icits 

1 ſpeak without diſguiie, orart, 

And with my hand beſtow my heart. 


SaLLy, Let ladies prudiſnly deny, 
Look cold, and give their thoughts the ſys: 
N IJ own the paſſion in my breaſt, 
And long to make my lover bleſt. 
. Thou. For this the failor on the wall, 
Ir't [ Endures the cold and cutting blaſt; 
i i All dripping wet, wears out the night, 
441 And braves the fury of the fight, 
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SALLY. For this the virgin pines, and ſighs, 
With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes; 
Till ſweet reſerve of joy ſhe proves, 
And claſps the faithful lad ſhe loves. 


Borh. Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll find 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind ; 
Protect their beauty from alarms, 
And they'll repay you with its charms. 


DUETTO. Mr. Vexxon, Mrs. Gov. 
"Squire. RITHEE, Dorcas, forbear. 


. Dorcas. Prithee, *ſquire, but heer, 
5 Nor make for a girl ſuch a pother. 
. "SQUIRE. But juſt in the nick, 

5 | To be play'd ſuch a trick, 

1 Say, what ſhall I do? 

; Doxcas. Get another. 


SQUIRE, Get another! but where 
Shall I find one ſo fair? 


Leave your rival to grieve, 
Whom no change can relieve. 
Sql. What change can he with for? 


Doxrcas. He's married. 


End of the Songs in TuoMas and SALLY. 
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S © N GQ CXXXIE 
The SEA-VOYAGE. 
Written at PARKGATE, in the Year 1756. 


RAY which of the nine ſhall I humbly invoke ? 


LLC. J Io aid a ſad ſtory convey'd in a joke? 


K 3 Thalia's 
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Doc. In the next though with this you miſcairied ; 
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Thalia's a laſs who ſuch humour ſupplies, 
44 She'll make you to laugh with the tears in your eyes. 
4118 Derry down, &C- 


To make the tale ſhort, leſt you think it prolix, 


, On July the ſeventeenth, fifty and ſix, 

N Mac-Cullough ſet ſail in the packet of Cheſter, 

Eft Good lack! had you ſeen her, your heart would have 
Lt, bleſs'd her. Derry down, &c. 


But, oh! what a medley was there beſides ſailors, 
Of actors and lingers, and poets and taylors, 
Two hundred ſpalpeens, who to Venus were martyrs; 


Derry down, &C. 


The packet in haſte to Beaumaurice was veering, | 
When, lo! a large ſhip tow'rds our veſſel came ſteering ; 
And ſoon as to view a white head did appear, 
Odzooks, they all cry'd, *tis a French piivatceer. 

| Derry down, &c. 


This terrible ſhip, with her ſtreamers all waving, ' 
Stopt half a league diſtant, the poor packet braving z 
Which ſteering away, to avoid ſuch trepanners, 


manners. Derry down, &c. 


Ventidius , who oft on the Smock-alley ſtage, 

Had 1anted and bluſter'd thro' many a page, 

't he hero forgetting, to ſave his long neck, 

'Fhrew up both his heels, and fell flat on the deck. 
Derry down, &c, 


1.4 The crew with a panic were ſtruck one and all, 
tht » "When this riſing hero receiv'd ſuch a fall; 
tf | They counſel'd ihe captain, without more ado, 
To down with his top-fails and bring the ſhips to. 
| | „ Derry down, &c, 
Grave Cimberton +, truſty. caſhier to the play-houſe, 
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With the itch in their fingers and lice in their quarters. 


Bounce! went a twelve-pounder, to teach her good 


Said, zounds! 'tis a ſhame that the French ſhould diſ- 
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( 103 ) 
But, when the report of the gun ſtruck his ear, 
He outwardly {mil'd to conceal inward fear. 
| | Derry down, &c. 


The Dublin Vandyke® ſoftly crept to the ſteerage, 


His paleneſs diſcover'd his ill painted courage; 


He hatęd the French and their naval purfſuits, 
And pd till it ran to the ſoles of his boots. 
| Derry down, &c. 


"Tis ſtrange when an honeſt man deals in deceit, 
His money lay under the foles of his feet, 
*T was ſafe to lie there as if hid in a hole, 
For he knew that his toes could not finger the cole. 
| Derry down, &Cc. 


If they board us, ſays Polly +, ri Gng 'em a fong 2 


Says Lucy, Pray hold your ridiculous tongue; 

Our voyage is weſtward ; you'i; ſoon with it fouth ; 

For they'll ſoon make you ſing the wrong fide of your 
* mouth.” Derry down, &c. 


But the ſhip which had thrown us all into ſuch terror, 
Stood aloof now as it ſhe had found out her eric, 
Such a cargo ſhe ſcorn'd to carry to France, firs, 
As actors and taylors, and fidlers and dancers. 

| Derry down, &c. 


Crochetto | was there, who by muſical quirk, 
Sets ſingers, and pipers, and fidlers to work. 
The wind from north-calt gave a terrible ſquall, 
Which ſcar'd all the paſſengets captain and all. 
my Derry down, &. 


One ſide of the ſhip the ſalt water was drinking, 
The people cry'd out, * The packet is ſinking ;? 
But Crochetto perceiving her make ſuch a irip, 
Puſh'd hard t'other fide tor to balance the ſhip. 
Derry duwn, Kc. 
Ye mortals, who careleſsly ſit at your coſe, 
While others are toſs'd on the perilous icas, 


OY You 
Mr. Gus. + Miſs B-t. f Dr. ASHE 
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You are better at home in a great elbow chair, 


Than rolling about between hope and deſpair. , 
Derry down, &c. 


S O NG CXXXIIL 
MONSIEUR' TRIUMPH. 
Sung by Mr. SHUTER. 


TAT mean you, Shon Engliſh, you make dis great 
poder, = | 
Wit your beet and your puthen, your dis dat and tother, 
Pray vet do you mean, fir, hit de French in de teef, 
Wit your beef and your puthen, your puthen and beef. 
Derry down, &c. 


Vat tho' we've no beef nor puthen to eat, 

Ve have de fine frogs dat be very cood meat; 

Ve make de friggaſee, wit de bon ſoup and ſallet, 

Which very well ſuits wit de grand Frenchman's pallet. 
8 Derry down, &c. 


You ſay dat your beef make you ne'er fear de gon, 

But remember, Shon Engliſh, ve make you to run 

After us at Quebec's and Minden's ſtout batiles, _ 
Where de gons dey do rore, and dey drums dey do 

rattle. Derry down, &c. 


But now ve muſt Yell you with much complaiſance, 
Ve intended to have pay'd you von viſit from France; 
And if monſieur Hawke would have let us come over 
In flat bottom boats, we'd land juſt at Dover. 

1 Derry down, &c. 


But de deel pick de Hawke, he will not fly away, 

Put in de Preft harbour oblige us to ftay, _ 
Come ſquinting, end peeping, and play his mad frolick, 
Which gave our poor ſailors don fit ef de cholick. 
Derry down, &c. 


But 
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But now me vill tel] you vat come bye and bye, 

Our admiral he takes out his glaſs for to ſpy; 

He holloa's, tiuſs up, boys, there's nothing to fear, 

&c. I} Shon Engliſh be gone, aud de coaſt it be clear. 

..=- Derry down, &c. 

© Then we faifd out amain, and we thought to do ſome- 

1 thing, 

but the dogs came again, and vid balls big as pumkins 

hey pounce us and pelt us, and make ſuch a clatter, 

Duat two or tree of our ſhips fell down in de vater. 
Derry down, &c. 


reat | 5 | | . | 
8 Ihen monſieur Conflans vas in a very great paſhon, | 
ther, 4 And thought he'd do ſomething for the honour of his | 
„„ nation. | | 
beef. lc boldly commands without more delay, 8 
&c. | You dogs take your heels and let's all run away, | ., 
| | Derry down, &c- 
CAN T-A TA. | 

allet. . | | 
Ke.. Moritien by Lord LAN DS DOWRNE. ö 
: g Set by Dr. Arne. Sung by Mr. WILDE. 
ley do ATN . | 


; 4 ROLIC and free for pleaſure born, 
Dull ſelt-denying fools T ſcorn ; 
he proffer'd bliſs I ne'er refuſe, ä 
*Tis often troubleſome to chuſe, | 
Love'ſt thou, my friend? love at ſight; 
Drink'ſt thou? this humper does thee right. 
At random with the ſtream J flow, 
And play my part Where'er 1 go. 


RECITATIVE, ; 
But god of flvep ſince we muſt be | 
Oblig'd to give ſome hours to thee : 


AIR 
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In ſome ſoft dream ſhould then ſurprize, 


There extended ſhe lay wanting, fal la, &c. 


106 
5 ( ) Love 
AIR II. = V 
Invade me not while the full bowl b h 
Glows in my check and warms my ſoul; 11 
Be that the only time to ſnore, | 1 
When I can drink and lau gh no more: 7 


Short, very ſhort, then be thy reign, 
For I'm in haſte to live again. 


AIR III. 


But, oh! if melting in my arms 
The nymph belov'd, with all her charms, 


And grant what waking ſhe denies; 
Gentle ſlumber prithee ftay, 
And ſlow—oh flowly bring the day. 
May no rude noiſe in y bliſs deſtroy, 
Such ſweet deJuſion's real joy. 


$ O N G CXXXV, 


Sung by Mr. SHUTER, 


" YLVIA, on her arm, reclining 
In a ſhady cool retreat ; 
en looſe attire, deſigning, fa la la, &c. 


0 avoid the ſultry heat. | a = 
| Co 
For unveil'd ſhe thought no ſtander . 11 


By, could view her ſkin fo fair; a 
Whilſt young zephyrs came and fann'd her, fal, &c. 
Beauteous face with fragrant ait. 


There the blooming nymph lay panting, 
Sighing for her abſent ſwain ; 


Him to eaſe her love-ſick pain. 


Soon the happy youth who won her, 
To the kind retreat drew near, 

And in tranſport gaz'd upon her, fal, &c. 
Charms repos'd in ſlumber there. 


Love 


4107) 
Love perſuaded 'twas no fin to 
© Vent his flames without debate; 
o he boldly enter'd into, fal la la, &c. 
& Tales of love with Sylvia ſtrait. 


1 s ON G cxxxvl. 
The GRUMBLERS of Grea!-Britain. 
4 Tune, When mighty Roaſt Beef, &c. 


OOD people attend (if you can but ſpare time) 
A To a grumbling poet, who grumbles in rhime, 
10 fit down in filence—is now deem'd a crime. 
O the rum grumblers of England! 

And O the Old-Engliſh grumblers ! 


When Stateſmen miſcarry and things go awry, 
he Coffee-houſe grumblers their rancour let fly, 
And fnarl, ſnap and-worry—yet know not for why. 
5 O the rum grumblers, & 


Muckle glee fills the heart of brave ſawney the Scot, 
Becauſe he has flily the upper hand got, 
The Engliſhman grumbles—becauſe he has not. 

O the rum grumblers, &c. 


Some grumblers poſſeſs'd of more money than ſenſe, 
Complain of the land-tax, the war and expence, 
That conqueſt brings ruin—they plead for defence. 
1 O the rum grumblers, & c. 

E. ” 
The poor people grumble about the ſtrong beer, 
Our foldiers and ſailors too grumble for fear 
Of loſing the dollars—they hope to bring here. 
O the rum grumblers, &c. 


+ 4,222, 2 n SO, 


The Pittamites grumble at Hogarth's new print, 
With countenance crabbed, they juſt take a ſquint, 
And ſwear from John Bull—he has pilfer'd the hint, 
, O the rum grumblers, &c. 
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{ 108 ) 
Thus grumbling and growling from morning till night, 
The nation remains in a terrible plight ; : 


For grumbling will never ſet matters to right. 
O the rum grumblers, &c. 


Then let us not into ſuch ſtrange madneſs fall, 
And loudly for peace, and for peace rave and bawl ; 


But pray for a good one—or elſe none at all. 


O the rum grumblers of England! 
And O the Old-Engliſh grumblers ! 


8-0 N -CXXXVE 
The BROKERS; Or, 
The HUMOURS of Cnanct-ALLzy. 


Inſcribed to the Stack-Tobbers. 


ERE you ſee, without deluſion, 
All is buſtle and confuſion; 
Knavery is the only plan, fir, 
All are cheating who cheat can, fir, | 
| Doodla, doodle, doo, &Cc. 


Here the daily lie encreaſes ; 

Now it's war; and now it peace is; 

Judge you for what this is meant, fir ? 

To get things up ten per cent, fir. 
od Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


Pray obſerve that ſneaking figure! 

Mark his locks, ſo wan and meagre ! 

Scrip he'll buy, or will diſpenſe, fir, 

Tho' not worth a thouſand pence, fir. 

| Doodle, doodle, doo, & . 


Here the great man, truth can ſwear. it, 

Sends his pimp to Bull and Bear it ; | 
He can ſet the market going; | 
For my lord is very knowing! 


Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 
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Now the French are finely beaten ; 
Now the Britiſh bands retreating ; ; 
Now we're ſick, and now we're well, fir, 
That theſe may buy; and thoſe may ſell, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


Now we hurl at Spain defiance; 
Now we'd better court alliance; 
Now we take their towns away, fir 
New we neither do nor fay, fir. - 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


Now our miniſter's diſguſted ; 
Now another can't be truſted ; 
Now he's in, and now he's out, fir ; 
Up and down and turn-about, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


With the news of fights and fieges, 
Each the other here obliges ; 


This keeps roguery in play, fir ; 


Thoſe who will believe it may, fir. | 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


This is the fun, if people think ſo ; 


Yet the government will wink fo ; 
Theſe good folks the world ſurprize, fir, 


Preying on the ſtate's ſupplies, fir. 


Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


Butchers, barbers, coblers, taylors, 
Painters, parſons, clerks, an? goalers, 
Leave their counters, ſcorn their trade, fir ; ; 
Fortunes here are ſooner made, fir. 
| Doodle, doodle, doo, &c 


Here for time they're ſelling, buying; 
Some refuſing; ſome complying; 
If in payment there's a flaw, fir ; 
They're above the reach of law, ſir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


Ks But 
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But if Bull, and Bear, don't tally, 

Out they waddle from the alley; 

And, reduc'd to humbler ſtate, ſir, 

Curſe ſtock-jobbing, and their fate, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


Thus are Enaves and ſools purſuing . 
Gambling, to their country's ruin; 
Let them loſe, or let them win, ſir, 
he Stocks above they ſhou'd be in, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c, | 


CYMON and IPHIGENIA. 
A CANTAT A 
Set by Dr. Arzre.—Sung by Mr. Lows at Vauxhall. 


RECITATIVE. 


EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring ſhade 
Seem'd molt for love and contemplation made, 
A chryſtal ſtream, with gentle murmur flows, 


Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe; _ Ama 
Thither retir'd from Phœbus fultry ray, The 
And lull'd in fleep fair Iphigenia lay: She 
Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, And 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove ; Bids 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, | At t. 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought. | Thu 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, And 


He gap'd, he ſtar'd, her lovely form ſurvey'd, 
And while with artleſs voice he ſoftly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 


5 1K: 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 

Compleats the rural ſcene ; 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


RE CIT. 


-. 


„ 
RECLITAT TVE. 


She wakes and ſtarts, poor Cymon trembling ſtands, 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands ; 

Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 

Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near: 
Half rais'd, with gentle accent, the replies, 

O Cymon ! if it's you I need not riſe, 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain ; 


xc. 


&c. purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again: 
The clown tranſported, was not ſilent long, 
. But thus with extaſy pur ſu'd his ſong. ; 
AI R. 

Thy jetty locks that careleſs break 

all. In wanton ringlets down thy neck; 

| Thy love-inſpiring mein; 

Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo 

> ravy I die for Iphigene., ; 

, 


NRSCITFATFIVE. 


Amaz' d ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe ; 
She gazes, finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait ; 
e; Bias him be ſecret, and next day attend 

| At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend : 
Thus mighty love cou'd teach a clown to plead, 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 


ATR, 


Love's a pure and facred hre, 
Kindling gentle chaſte deſire ; 9 
Love can rage itſelf controul, Ke 
And elevate the human foul. 


Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate, 
Had made our lives of too long date; 
But bleſt with beauty and with love, 
We taſte what angels do above. 


. ä L 2 SONG 


(-112-} 
JJ & CXANIY- 
The BACCHANALIANS. 
Sung by Mr. HOwARD. 
At the Theatre-Rozal in Covent-Garden. 


WE wine is alone the briſk fountain of wirth, 
Whence jollity ſprings, and contentment bas 


birth ; 


What mortals ſo happy as we who combine, 


and fix our delight in the juice of the vine: 

No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 

Ihen glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
Chor. No care interrupts, &c. 


Our laws are our own, not enforc'd by the crown, 
And we Rand to them fair, till we fairly fall down: 
Ar acts or repeals we diſdain to repine, 

Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on our wine: 

o Cæſar and Bacchus, our tribute is due, 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


Chor. 10 Cæſar and Bacchus, &c. 


tiis worſhip fo grave here may revel and roar, 


The lawyer ſpeak truth who ne er ſpoke ſo before ; 


The parſon, here ſtript of his prieſt-hood's diſguiſe, 


And Chloe's ſcern'd lover, get drunk and grow wiſe; 


The huſband may learn here to combat the ſhrew, 
So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
Chor. The huſband may learn, &, 


The chace of the bottle few accidents wait, 
We ſeldom break necks, tho? we oft crack a pate; 


If wars rife among us they ſoon again ceaſe, 


One bumper brings truce and another brings peace: 

Tis this way alone we life's evils ſubdue, 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
Chor. Tis this way alone, &c., 
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Tranſlated from the antient Scors. 


WEET Annie ſlowly left the ſhore 
Where Damon climb'd the veſſel's fide : 
Alas! my heart knows home no more, 
Since Damon's toſs'd along the tide. 
th, Yet ſhall my heart ſtill faithful prove, 
has For faithful ever is my ſwain ; 
Abſent, he thinks on Annie's love, 
And foreign beauties charm in vain. 


His gold let wealthy Strephon ſhow, 
And the ſmooth arts of flattery try; 
And praiſe the poliſh of my brow, 
And praiſe the luſtre of mine eye. 
1 What though, to diſtant regions born, 
: My lover rides the awful deep ? 
I'Il wait, and hope for his return, 
And all my heart for Damon keep. 


No more, falſe Corydon, no more 
For Annie frame the luring lay ; 
Your Damon would be troubled fore 
Did you his confidence betray. 
Your luring lays are all in vain, 
6 Your falſe deſigns diſgrace your art; 
g But melting ſweet is Damon's ſtrain, 
His ſtrain beſpeaks the faithful heart. 


O ſmile, ye ſkies, around my love; 
Gently, ye proſp'rous breezes, blow; 
Far off, ye ſavage ſtorms, remove, 
Nor cloud my future days with woe, 
Full long, alas! will be his ftay ; 
e: But let me not at fate repine: 
I' keep my hcart, and wait the day 
When Damon ſhall again be mine. 


L3 SONG 1 
NG | id 


( 114 ) 


$0 N S COX. Fc 
OU tell me, dear Tom, like a faint-hearted toad, 1 
You're ſurprisd Im fo chearful when going 
abroad ; Ne 
That, for your part, you'd 1555 if you were in my ( 
| caſe, WI 
A W benſive mind, and a grave ſerious face. l 
Derry down, &c. Th 
No doubt, you're a gentleman prudent and cool, 7 
And I can't deny but I've oft play'd the foel; Yo 
Yet here [ maintain that my ſyſtem's the beſt ; | / 
For a phiz of tolemnity, fir, 1 deteſt. 

Derry down, kee. To 
1 
I'm always fo jocular, happen what will, "T; 
; { ſcarce ſeem to know what is good from what's ill : -” 

f Yet now you imagine 1 ſhould be ſedate. 
4 vince Im wholly uncertain what may be my fate. Jos 
| Derry down, &c. 1 f 
ut 
But why ſheuld anxiety vex us, my friend ? 8 

What the devil care [ how the ſiſters intend : 

if Im knock'd o' the head, to new regions I'll go, 'Thi 
And be as merry there as Pve been here below. 2 
Derry down, &c. i 1 
8 ‚ N N. Gan 
| To i 3 
| OU bid me write, ar." fain would I 9 
1 Conſent, were but ubject nam'd: Wo! 
f To praiſe your 2codneſs I wait ie, NM 
# And you would {cold to be defam'd: The 
1 


To call you faireſt of your ſex, 
And ſee as handſome ev'ry day, Tho 
Infteal of pleaſing you, mutt vex : 
You would not mind a word | 3 


For 


— 
or 


For 


(115) 
For though an angel in my eyes, 
I take your judgment to be better, 
Than all your equals to deſpiſe, 
On the bare credit of a letter. 


No—ſpite of all you lily hint, 

Of poet's art, and flights of youth ; 
Whate'er for int'reſt I may print, 

In private rhyme I write the truth. 


Then teach me ſafely to proceed : 
My verſe depends upon your act: 

You need but do one generous deed, 
And I ſhall ſoon applaud the fact. 


To let me live, from year to year, 
Complaining, ſighing, cringing, kneeling, 

Tis plain you ftrive to be ſevere, : 
Or think a lover has no feeling. 


1own, you ſometimes can be ſeen, 


And grant a kiſs one day in ten : 
But what this hanging oa muſt mean, 
Sure women know as well as men. 


That antient ſiege which Homer ſings, 
All but your heroes had forſaken : 
Ten tedious years for ſixty kings 
Was long; but Troy at laſt was taken. 


Compare that ſiege, my dear, with mine 


Len years the ſturdy Greeks could hold: 
I—let me ſee—'tis more than nine; 
And heroes are not—as of old. 


Woman or town whoever ſeeks, 
Much ſhorter ways they now proceed in; 


They ſeldom wait fo many weeks | 
Read Marlb'rough's life, or Charles of Sweden ! 


Thoſe few remaining months deduct, 
On better terms you may ſurrender z 
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While I am young, and you are tender. 


But feeble age and wrinkles ſoon | 
Shall youth and tenderneſs diſplace : 

At thirty life approaches noon, 

And things go downward then apace. 


Haſte ! now the willing parley beat, 
Fer all our ſtores are quite exhauſted ; 
Left on the verge of death we treat 
Bereay'd, bewinter'd, and befroſted. 


IJ hen you ſhall mourn the ſong neglected, 
Which told you time was onward creeping; 
And I, the mighty prize expected, 
Dwindled to one not worth the keeping ! 


$0 N 8 Cn. 


Sung by Mrs. Manon in the Provok d Huſband, 


E virgins, who do liften to 
What e'er your mothers fay ; 
Be rul'd by me, and let's agree 
No longer to obey. 
For I've been ſnubb'd, and T're been drubb'd, 
Till I've been black and blue; 
But I'll behave no more like a ſlave, 
I I wiſh I may die if I do. 


Both night and day, ſhe prates away 
About my being nice; 

But I declare twould make you ſtare 
To hear her dull advice: 

She ſays, that I from men muſt fly, 
Or miſchief will enſue; _ 


But in all the kind, no harm ] find, 


I with I may die if I do. 


She ſays that youth, ſtill blind to truth, 
The danger ne'ef can tell; 


And 


Acdorning, perfuming the flowery mead. 


And every lad has his laſs. 


(117) 
And 'tis from ſenſe, and experience, 
That ſhe can talk ſo well; 
But if ſhe got ſenſe from experience, 
Then ſhe may depend upon it; 
I'Il try to be as wiſe as the, | 
I wiſh I may die if I don't. | ; 


Young Damon gay the other day, 
Wou'd ftruggle for a kiſs ; 

T piſh'd and cry'd, and him did chide, 
With, what do you mean by this ? 

Tis wond'rous rude, that you'll intrude 
When I have ſo oft forbid : 

I with I may die if you don't make me cry ; 
But I wiſh I may die if he did. 


| Then I'll be free, whilſt young I be, 


And let my mother ſcold ; 's 
And I'll deſpiſe being quite as wiſe, 1 

Until I am quite as old. . 
At forty-three 2 prude 111 be, 

And lay my folly by; 1 
But never till then will I ſhun the men, | I 

If I do——l wiſh I nay die. 


— 


8 O N G CcxILV. 


Sung by Mrs. CHaMBEss in Fortunatus, 


HEN the roſe is in bud, and blue violets blow, 
And the birds ſing us love ſongs onev'ry bough: 
When cowſlips and daiſes, and daffodils ſpread, 


Our cleanly milk pail 
Is filPd with brown ale, 
Our table, our table's the graſs ; 
There we fit, and we ling, 
And we dance in a ring, 


When, without the plough, fat oxen low, 
The lads and the laſſes a ſheep-ſhearing go; 3 
| | f ur 


(113) 


Our ſhepherd fhears his jolly, jolly fleece; 

How much richer than that which they ſay was in 
Greece! 

"Tis our cloth, and our food, 

And our politic blood, | | 
*Tis the ſeat, tis the feat, which our nobles all fit on 
"Tis a mine above ground, | 

Where our treaſure is found ; 
Tis the gold, tis the gold, and the ſilver of Britain, 


8 ON G CXLY. 


Sung by Mr. VERN Ox. 


WE on thy dear boſom lying, 
 Crita, who can ſpeak my blits ? 
Who the rap ute Pm enjoying, | 
When thy balmy lips I kiſs? 
Ev'ry look with love inſpires me, 
Ev'ry touch my boſom warms : 
Ev'ry melting murmur fires me, 


Ev'ry Joy is in thy arms. 


Thoſe dear eyes, how ſoft they languiſh ! 
Feel niy heart with rapture beat; 


* 
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When the tranſport is {5 ſweet. 
Look not fo divine'y on me, | 
Czlia, I ſhall die with bliſs; 
Turn, oh turn thoſe eyes upon me, 
Who'd not die a death like this ? 


$0 N G  CXEVL 


Sung by Mr. VERNON, in the Tender Huſband. 


WE: gentle Partheniſſa walks, | 
Or gayly ſmiles, or ſweetly talks; 
A thouſand charms around her fly, 


A thouſand ſwains unheeded die. 1 


| 4x19 3 
If then ſhe labours to be ſeen, 
With all her killing airs and mien; 
From ſo much beauty, ſo much art, 
What mortal can ſecure his heart ? 


8 O NG CXLVIL 


Set by Mr. BAILDOx.— Sung by Mrs. GLover, 


in the Merchant of Venice. 


ASTE, Lorenzo, hither fly, 
To my longing arms repair; 
With impatience I ſhal] die, 
Come and ſooth thy Jeſſy's care. 
Let me then, in wanton play, 


Sigh and gaze my ſoul away. 
S O0 N G CXLVII. 
By Dr. PARNELL.,—Set by Mr. Jacxson, q 
Y days have been ſo wond'rous free, 7 
The little birds that ly 4 
With careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree, iy 
Were not ſo bleſt as I, | | 


Aſk gliding waters, if a tear 

Of mine encreas'd their ſtream ? 
Or aſk the flying gales, if e'er 

L lent a ſigh to them? 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught, 
The tender chains of ſweet deſire 

Are fix'd upon my thought. 


An eager hope within my breaſt 
Does every doubt controul, 
And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 

The fav'rite of my ſoul. 
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Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 

Ye ſwains, that haunt the grove, 
Ye gentle ecchoes, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retreats of love. 


With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign : 

Oh! teach a young unpractic'd heart 
To make her ever mine. 


i The very thoughts of change I hate 

i | As much as of deſpair ; 

i And hardly covet to be great, 

13 Unleſs it be for her. 

48: »Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft diſtreſs ; 


Yer, whilt the fair 1 love is Kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs. 


$ ON G CXLIX. 


1 Tze COLLEGIAN. 


| OW we are free from college rules, 
From ſyſtems out of ſeaſon ; 
From lumber of the lying ſchools, 
And ſyllogiſtic reaſon : 
Never more well have defin'd, 
Wt: If matter thinks or thinks not ; 
Ws: All the matter we ſhall mind, 
| Ils he who drinks, or drinks not. 


__ c I 9 — > 
Py a 4 — 4 ” 
CE WMP 47 4 ee XI» 
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BL { : 

1 Li. Metaphyſical to trace, | 
Fl | 5 The mind or ſoul abſtracted; 
W Or prove infinity of ſpace, 
Wi: By cauſe on cauſe effected. 


Better ſouls we can't become, 
By immaterial thinking; 


Tune, — Jobnny Adair of Kilternan. 
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O 


7 
W 
Fir 


And 


And 


12 


And as to ſpace, we want no room, 
But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 
Are learned words, and rare too; 
Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, 


And thoſe that pleaſe, may hear too. 


A plenum in our wine we ſhow, 
With plus and plus behind, fir ; 

And when our caſh is minus low, 
A vacuum ſoon we find, fir. 


Newton talk'd of lights and ſhades, 
And difterent colours knew, fir ; 

Don't let us diſturb our heads, 
We will but ſtudy two, fir. 


White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 


True humoui's rarefaction; 
After him we'll name our toaſt, 
'The centre of attraction. 


On that He we'll declaim, 
With Stratum ſuper flratum; 
There's magic in the mighty name, 
*T1s nature's poſtulatum. 
Wine in nature's next to love, 
Then wiſely let us blend *em ; 
Firſt though phyſically prove, 
That tempus eff bibendum. 


FONG: 0 


The SCOTS Piprs, 
Tune,—The Flowers of Edinburgh. 


RA' John o'Boot was a bonny muckle mon 
Fre Scotland he came wr his broad{word in hi. 


hand, 


He came at the head of a bra” bon ny clan, | 
Who the dCi] could his muckle muckle ſuit withſand ? 


M 


6 


He looked fo sat, 

And he kiſſed tn ſweet, 
That a dame of renown ſoon gave ear to his ſuit ; 
| Then his pipe he Jugg'd out, 
al And ye need vo {© 4ubr, | 
135 But u concert he ph i her German flute. 


Quoth he, bor ny Jaite, vour flute gangs weel, 
And keeps gude time wi' my bag pipe clear; 
Sic mulic as this {5 can ſure!” ner fail 
In time to accord with an Eagliſh ear; 
For what muſic fo ſwieet, 
Or what harmony compleat, 
As the bagpipe join'd with the German flute? 
| Then turning up her eyes, 
Strait the biithſome dame replies: 
When the bagpipe's play'd by my John 0'Boot.” 6 


2 
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Play away, bonny lad, | have good ſtore of gold, 
Vour bag ſhall be full, while your pipe it can play, 
Lou ne'er ſhall return to a climate fo cold, | 
For your kiſſes are warmer and ſweeter than May; 
Quoth he, do not mourn, 
3 For I ne'er will return, 
While here I can taſte of th golden fruit: 
Then his pipe he eſſay'd. 
And another lilt he play'd 
In concert ſweet — with her German flute. 


Away Engliſh fools, ye no more ſhall pretend 
In muſic to vie with a bonny highland mon: Lo 
Nor mote ſhall the laſſes of England commend 
The fam'd Iriſh-jigs,, when compar'd to my John; 
| For a quick merry ſtrain, 
. That enlivens each vein, 
Who the de'il with a Scotſman ſhall cer diſpute ? 


Your poor empty ſcrips, and your wallets diſown ; 
John 


113 But his bagpipe alone, 

13 Hlas too much of the drone, 

775 And of need muſt be join d- with my German flute. 
1 Come on, bonny lads, then with pleaſure advance, 


( 123) 
John o'Boot bears the bell, ſir, and leads up the dance, 
In the grand maſquerade at the thittle and crown ; 
| There ſweet meats and wine, 

Shall intreat you to dine; 
Your hunger aſwage, and your ſpirits recruit, 
| | While more ſoft to ihe ear, 

Hark! the bi-pipe ſo clear, 
In concert reſounds with the German flute, 


A fine Engliſh fiddle accords to the ſtrain, 
A better, ſure never was play'd on before; 
The French-horn, at a diſtance, would join it amoin, 
And the Spaniſh-guitrar play an overture in ſcore ; 
But woe to the land, 
If they join in the band, | 
Soon the fiddle would be broke and the addle ſtick to 
« boot ; 
. For an Engliſhman born, 
Should deſpiſe a French- horn, 
ay Tho' his ear may be tickPd by a German flute. 


| 
f 
1 
? 


Y 3 "80 N G---CtI : = 
Sung by Mr. Corry, in the Pantomime of the Falk. 


OME laſſes and lads, take leave of your dads, 4 

5 Away to the may- pole hie; A 
For every he, has got him a ſhe, N 
And a fidler ſtanding by: ; 
There's Willy has got his Jill, and Jchnoy has got bis 9 


oan, 
Sun; To jig it, to jig it, to jig it, to jig it up and down. 
Begin ſays Harry, aye, aye, ſays Mary, 

We'll lead up Packington's pound; 


1 No, no, ſays Nell, and no ſays Doll, 

We'll firſt have Se. Leger's round : 
Then every man did put—his hat off to his laſs, 
And every maid did court'ſy, court'ly, c court'ly on the | 
e _ graſs. 4 
ſown; M 2 Strike 4 


Then every man began—to foot it round about, 
And every maid did je ty it, jetty it, jetty it in and ou 


(6124) 


Strike up ſays Wat, agreed ſays Kate, 
I pray the fidler q lay; 

Content ſeys Hodge, and ſo ſays Madge; 
For this is a holiday : 


You're out ſays Dick, you lie ſays Nick, 
The fidler plays it falſe; 
And fo fays Hugh, and ſo favs Sue, 
And ſo ſays rimble Alſe: 
The fidler then begar—to play the tune again, 
And every maid did trip it, did trip it, did iel it uno 
the men. 


Let's kiſs favs Nan, content ſeys Jane, 
And ſo ſays ev ery ihe 
How many tays Nat, w hy three ſays Matt, 
For this is a maiden! s fee: 
But they inſtead of three, did give thein half a ſcore, 


The men in kindneſs, kindneſs, kindneſs, gave them 


as many more. 


Then after an hour, they went to a bower 


To play for ale and cakes; 


And kiſſes too, —until they were due, 


The laſſes held the ſtakes: 
The women then began—to quarrel with the men, 
And bid them take their kiſſes back and give them their 
own again, 


Thus, thus they ſat, vmil it was late, 
And tit'd the fidler quite: 
With fionging and playing, without any paying, 
From morning until night: _ 
They told the riler then, they'd pay bim for h's play, 
And each gave two-pence, two-p2rice, two- pence, two- 
pence and went their Way. 


Good night ſays Ciſs, good night ſays Priſ:, 


(ood night ſays Harry to Doll; 


. Cood night ſays john, good n eb: ſays Joan, 


(300d night lays erery one: 


Some 


( 125 ) 
some ran, ſome went, ſome ſtaid ; ſome tarryd by the 
Way; | 
Each We themſelves in kiſſes twelve, to meet the 
next holiday. 


SSS WD EDI <A 
SONGS in TAE New 
BV RLIZTTA OT M I D A: 


GRAND CHORUS. 


Tune, — Tbe King of Prufſia's March. 
JIVE in his chair, EE — 
Of the ſky lord may' i 
N — 
Men and gods | 
8 | Keeps in awe ; 


When he winks N 
Heav'n ſhrinks; | L 
When be ſpeaks 
Hell quakes : 

Earth's globe is but his taw. 


Cock of the ſchool 
He bears deſpotic rule ; 
His word, 
Tho' abſurd, 
Muſt be law - 


Ev'n fate, 
N Tho' ſo great, 
e Muſt not prate ; 
His bald pate 
Jove would cuff, 
(He's ſo bluff) 
For a ſtraw. 


heir 


M 3 Cow'd 


OMe 


(126). 


Cow'd deities, 

Like mice in cheeſe, 

Dare not ſay peaſe 
Or gnaw, 


AIR II. Surg by Mr. Manon. 


To its on tune. 


O happy ig norance 
Coarubial peace is owing; 
, a curſe to be too knowing: 
Belt, let things take their chance. 


A buſy curioſity 
Produces endleſs evils— £1 
It turns the god's felicity 1 
Io ſharpeit pangs of devils, 8 
Supplying food to jealouſy. 8 
AIR III. Sung by Mrs. GLOVER. hs 
OG 5 
Tune, —- Haun Buoy. 
. HINK not, lew'd Jove, 
Thus to wrong my chaſte love, 
For, ſpite of your rake-helly'd godhead, 
By day and by night 5 | 
Juno will have her right, , 4 
Nor be of dues nuptial defrauded. 
P'1I ferret the haunts 
Of your female pallants; _ 'T 
In vain you with darkneſs encloſe them : = A 


Your favourite jades 
J will plunge to the ſhades, 
Or into Cows metamorphoſe them. 


AIR 


AI R 


A TR. IV. Sung by Mr. Ap cock. 22 


Tune, — 70 Arms, &c. 


Þ O earth be quick the caitiff driv'n ; 
Such ſcrubs are a diſgrace to heav'n. 


In love and war no gallant ſoul 
With a baſe ſcoundrel ſpy wil ever roll. 


AIR V. Supe H \grs. KxIPE. 
PFone, — 7e wanton god that pierces hearts, &. 


 OVE reigns ſupreme i in female ſouls ; 
All their actions he controuls : 


; 215 = whole actions can del 


The ſquints malignant of a ſpy ?—Of a ſpy, &c. 


She, the, 


She muſt be from converſe barr'd, 


More than woman on her guard, 


Who can ſtand the tattling ſpy: 
She muſt be as chaſte—as I.— 


-Chaſte as J, &c. 


Al K VI. Sung by Mr. ELLARD, Ly 


Tune,—When 4 wife's in ber pout, &c. 


O avid ridicule. 
"Tis a cuckold's beſt rule, 
(Tho' the injury ſting to the quick) 
To laugh with the reſt 
And fo turn the four jeſt 
On the couple that play'd him the trick. 
Poor man !— On the couple, &c, 


AIR 


( 128) 
AIR VII. Sung by Mr. Contr. 
* 


Tune, — Tbere was a jovial beggar, &c. 


O difference of character; 
Vice, virtue, idle dreams; — 
For, lewd or chaſte, or foul or fair DR | 
Will then be empty names—— When a ſporting all 
may go, may go, may go. 
| | When a ſporting, &c, 


Skreen'd from the huſband's jealous eyes 
All love—all free as air— 
No wanton dame needs fear ſurprize. 


O what a Iife were there !— 5 6 
| h When a ſporting, &c. 
Then hey for pam, for matadores, _ 


Volles, taxes and rewards ! 
Old maids will ſpend when paft amours, Ane 
A live-long night at cards. And a gambling all Y 
will go, will go, will go. 5 


And a gambling, &c. 
3 | Dor 
AIR VIII. Sung by Mr. \ ERNON. F 
3 | in Lauter 200 
Tune, — Hang me if I marry. E 


WI fun my difgrace I'll parry, 
VV While here on earth I tarry ; 
With the nymphs in my way 
Fil kiſs and play, 

But hang me if I marry. 


- Let the ſky go to wreck and miſcarry 1 

Without my luminary! ! If th 
Pol here will ftay II. 
To kiſs and play, | | | 

To toy, but never marry. 


ing all 


& o, 


, &C. 


ar; 


( 129 ) 
AIR IX. Sung by Mr, Corry, and Mr, VERNoOY 
M7 


” * 
| 722 . At aiminy 
To its own tune. 


INCE you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me, you jolly dog ; 
You can help to bring home harvelt, 
Tend the ſheep and feed the hog. 
| HE Fa la la, &c. 


With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, 
You ſhall daintily be fed; 
Bacon, beans, ſalt beef and cabbage, 
Butter-milk and oaten bread. | 
Fa la la, &c. 1 


Come, ſtrike hands you'll live in clover | 
When 1 get you once et home; | ; 
And when daily labout's * er a 
We'll all dance to your }:um-ſtrum, 
85 | Ps la la, c., 


Mr. VERKNON. 


Done —ſtrike hands! take your oſſer; 
Farther on 1 might fare worſe 
Zooks! I can no longer ſaffer 
Hungry guts and empty purſe, | 
AIR X. Sung ly Miſs Youna, _ 
2:54 BROWN. 
 Tune,—If "tis joy to avound a lover, &c. 
FF the ſwain we ſigh for preſs us, 
1 Oh how pleaſing 'tis to pleaſe! 


If the ſhock we loath adreſs us, 
How tranſporting 'tis to teaze ! 
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( 130 ) 
Sung by Mrs. BxrpGss, 


Tune, —Three fheep-fhins, &. 


\ IRL'S are known 


'To miſchief uy 


If ever th-y be idle; 

Who would rear 

Two daughters fair 

Muſt hold a ſteady bridle : 

For here they ſkip, 
And there they trip, 

And this and that way ſidle. 


For here they, &c. 


 Giddy maids 
With ſilly heads 
All after men 1un gadding; 
They flirt pell-mell, 
Their train to ſwell, 
To coxcomb, coxcomb adding: 
To ev'ry top 
They're cock-a-hoop, 
And ſet their mothers madding. 
To ev'ry fop, &c. 


AIR XIT. 


Sung by Mr. VeRNoON. 


Pantomime tune in Deen Mab. 


RAY, Goody, e 
your tongue; 
Why flaſh thoſe ſpark 
Remember, when the. .42ment's weak, the prejudice 
is ſtrong : 

Unknown you wrong : to deſpiſe 
Ply me, 
"Try me, 
Prove &er you 21 me 


fury from your eyes? 


moderate the rancour of 


. 


(131) 
If you caſt me 
Off, you blaſt me 
Never more to riſe. 
Pray, goody, &c. 


AIR XIII. 
'T une — Won, non, Collette n'eſt point trampeuſe, &c. 


ca Toung. M, how can you be ſo ill- 


natur'd 
To the gentle handſome ſwain ? 


Mits Elliot. Ah, ah! to a lad fo limb'd. ſo featut'd, 
- Sure, 'tis cruel to give pain! 
Sure, 'tis cruel to give pain! 


Mrs. Bridges. Girls, for you, my ſears perplex me, 
I'm alarm'd on your account. 


Mr. Corry. Wife in vain you teaze and vex me, 
I will rule depend upon't. 

Miſs Young. Ah, ah ! 

Miſs Elliot. Mamma! 


Miſs Young.), Mamma! how can you be ſo 
| — | ill-natur'd, 
Miſe Eno. . ee Ah, ah! to a lad ſo limb) d, ſo 


| featur'd ; 
zncour off Miſs Toung. To the gentle, handſome ſwain, 
| 46 es Sure, 'tis cruel to, &c. 
es? Miſs Elliot. Sure, 'tis cruel to give pain, 
prejudicef | | To the gentle, &c, 


Mrs Bridges. Girls, for you, my fears perplex me, 
I'm alarm'd on your account,— 


Mr. Corry. Wife, in vain you teize and vex me, 
I will rule ;—depend upon't. 
| Miſs 
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Miſs Toung. Mamma! 

Mrs. Bridges. 0 N 0 Pha, pſha 

Mils Elliol. Papa! 

Mr. Corry. I N 0 Ah, ah! 

Miſs Elliot. Mamma! how can you be ſo 

| 1} ill-natur'd, | 
Mr. Corry. at once Pſha, ptha! you mult not be ſo 
ill-natur'd; | 

Miſs Hung. Ah, ah! to a lad ſo limb'd, ſo 
featur'd. 

Miſs Elliot. 5 To thegentle, handſome ſwain 


Sure, 'tis cruel, &c. 
He's a gentle, comely fwain. 
He's a gentle, &c. 
Sure, 'tis cruel to give pain ; 
To the gentle, &C. 
Tis my pleaſure to give pain. 
Z * Tis my pleaſure, &c. 


Mr. Corry. 


— 


Miſs Young. 4 once 


bl 


Mrs, Bridges. 


AIR XIV. Sung by Mr. Ortves. 


Io its own tune. 


Av and well-a-day ! 


Daphne diſdains me; 


All I can do or ſay 


No favour gains me. 


Nyſa to your addreſs 
Sharp as a thiſtle, 

Whene'er your ſuit J preſs, 
Bids me, go whiſtle, 


*T'is Pol, their father's hind, 

Makes them thus deaf and blind: 
At us, to him tho' kind, 

Their backs they btiſtle. 


AIR 


OF 4 


Ol 


All 
The 


All a 


6131 
AIR XV. Sung ly Mr. Mano x. 
Tune. — 4A la Sante du Pere d Oleron, ee. 


HALL a paltty clown, not fit to wipe my ſhoes, 
be ſo 1 Dare my amours to croſs ? 


Shall this minx, when a *ſquire of my iwportaace os, 


be ſo Her noſe up at me toſs? 
1. 40 Hold —her father is my tenant—- 
Her ſpark Ti] tranſport, in foreign parts to range, 
1 8 90, glut—as 1 ſee convenient 
e My love and my revenge. 
c. | | 
ain. AIR XVI. Sung by Mr. Or1ves. 
>, &C. | 
ain; To a tune in Fortunatus. 
7 | LL about the May-pole how they tret 
© I Hot- 
es &c. Por 
And brown ale have got! 
»houting, 
Routing, 
At you flouting ; 
Sneering, 
Fleering, 


And what not ? 
All about the May: pole, &c. 


There is old Sileno friſks like a mad. 
Ye 
Glad, 

To ſee us fo fad: 
Cap'ring, 
Vap'ring, 

While Pol ſcrap' ring, 
Coaxes 
The doxies 
As he did the dad.— 
All about the May-pole, &c. 
Ss hg N 


AIR 1 


—u—u— — Ie po eee 
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AIR XVII. Sung by Mr. Mrssivx. 
Tune, —My wife's a galloping young thing, &c. 


HALL he run away with the laſles, 
Becauſe he a ſmug ruddy face has, 
From me, who at fairs and horſe races 

Have pip'd to the laird of the clan? 


A fribble—If I can but catch him, 


I'll pummel—PIll mangle—P'l] fcratch him: 5 


I warrant I'll teach him not match him- 
ſelf as muſician with Pan. 


A R XV. Sung by Mrs. BRIC Es. 
Tune, - SHeelagb ne Gheiragb. 


H this vexation might ſet me diſtracted, 
Jo ſee my purpoſes thus counteracted 
'T his way or that way, or which way ſoever, 

All things go contrary to my endeavour : 
Daughters projecting their ruin and ſhame, 
Their father neglecting the care of their fame, 
Nuiſing in boſom a treacherous viper :— 

* Here's a fine dance—but 'tis he] pay the piper. 


AIR XIX. Sung by Mr. MzssIx K. 
Tune,—Planxy Johnny. 


HEN at your foe 
5 A mortal blow 
You aim, | 
Your ſcheme 
Let him not know ; 
To gain your end, 
You muſt pretend 


Sincerely 


She 


:incerely 


(135) 
| Lincerely 
And dearly 
To be his friend, 
'Till he ceaſe of your love to be doubtful. 


' Your game to play, 


Do as at ſea, 
Look one but row another way, 
The dean to fiſh up 
Lawn fleeves and be biſhop, 
Says no to the mitre would fill his whole wiſh up; 
And puſſy | | 
Can counterfeit ſleeping, 
When mouſey | 
Steals ſilently creeping, 


Till winking, 


Unthinking, 
She catch him, 


Diſpatch him, 


And ſwallow him up at a mouthiul.. 
ATR XX. Duetto Mr,MesS1x and ls. Aioors. 


Tune—The Collier had a daughter, &c. 


He. HOSE random threats are bare words; 
Fie [check this idle clutter 
So ſmoothly on—your fair words 
His parſnips will not butter. 


She, Baſe Carle thus to adviſe me: 
Is my diſtreſs a trifle ? 
My ſex would all deſpiſe me 
Should I my anger ſtifle. 


He. Theſe flaſhy rants — 
She. Muſt, I mum-chance, 
| ook on and never mutter ? 
My rancour ho. 
He. No; my cool plot 


She } 1 ſ Shall ſouſe him 


Will lay bim } in the gutter, 
N 2 ATR 


1360) 
E 


A 


AIR XXI. Sung by Mr. CORRY, 
Tune,—Giles Collin. 


Oracle, oracle, ſpeak, now ſpeak, 
If ever you tpoke in your life: 
Declare all you know, without fayour or pique, 
Of Pol, me, my daughters and wife. 


AIR XXII. Sung by Mr. Manon. 
Tune, —0 ponder well, &c. 


T H daughters are two flirting queans, 
Thy wife a ſcolding jade, 

12 Thou, an old fool — yet by Pol's means 

WH You'll all, &er night, be made. 


1 10 
With AIR XXIII. Sung by Mils Young, 


4 
" 4; N 
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\\ 7 
14 Tune, From tree to tree, &c. 
[ bi FO blaſt a rival's happineſs 
1 | We ev'ry art employ, 
48 And ſcarcely can our own ſucceſs 
ty © f 
105 "Fil Convey a purer joy; 
| Ut In jealouſy's unequal ſcale 
7 Her loſs appears our gain : 
4 Unbleſt ourſelves, we ſeek to ſteal 


A pleaſure from her pain. 


AIR XXIV. Sung by Miſs ELLIOT. 


— 
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1 Tune, - Quand on ſcait aimer et plaire, &c. 
IE s as tight a lad to ſee to 
'7 As e'er ſtep'd in leather ſhoe ; 
And what's better, he loves me too, 
And to him I'll prove true blue. 


| 

17 

1 

bt 
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Tho 


Tho 
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Tho! my ſiſter caſts an hawke's eye 
I defy what ſhe can do: 


He o'erlook'd the little doxy, 


Pm the girl he means to wooe, 


Hither I ſtole out to meet him, 

He'll, no doubt, my ſteps purſue—— 
If the youth proves true, I'll fit him; 

If he's falſe, I'll fit him too, 


AIR XXV. Sung by Mr. Vzaxow. 
Tune, —WWhilf on thy dear boſom Hing, &. 
1 nymph aſſuage my anguiſh ; 


At your feet a tender ſwain 
Prays, you will not let him languiſſi: 
One kind look would eaſe his pair 


Did you know the lad that courts you, 
He not long need fue in vain ; 

Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports, you 
Scarce will meet his like again. 


AIR XXVI. Sung by Miſs ELL1oT. 
Tune,— The prieſt in his boots, "RY 


F you can caper as well as yon modulate, 
With the addition of that pretty face, 

Pan who was held by our ſhepherds a god o' late, 
Will be kick'd out, and you ſet in his place. 


His beard ſo frowſy, his geſtures ſo aukward ane, 
And his bagpipe has ſo drowſy a drone, 

That if they find you than I did no backwardex 
You may count on all the girls as your ows. 


N3 AIR 
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AIR XXVIIL Duetto. 


Miſs ELLIOTT and Miſs Yours, 


Tune, —Bbebbing Joan. 


Miſs Elliot. Y minikin mils, do you fancy that 
| | Pol 


E'cr can be caught by an infant's doll? 


Miſs Young. And can you, miſs May- pole, ſuppoſe he 


will fall n 6 
In love with a gianteſs of Guild ball? 
Miſs Elliot. Pigmy elf! | | | ; 
Miſs Young. Coloſſus itſelf | 


Bets, You will lie till you're mouldy upon thc 
. ſhelt . 
| Aits Laliat. You ſtump i' the gutter ! you hop of my 
| thumb! | - 
[| An huſband for you muſt from Lilliput 
| come. | 
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Mits Young. You ſtalking ſteeple ! you gawky ſtag ! 
Your huſband muſt come from Brobdignag 

Miſs Elliot. Sour grapes! 

Miſs Young. Lead apes. 


Bath. I'll humble your vanity, miſtreſs trapes. 


» 


AIR XXVIIL Sung by Miſs Youns. 
Tune, —Aſis ſur Þ Herbette, &c. 


FN thoſe greaſy old tatters 
His charms brighter ſhine : 
Then, his guittar he clatters 
With tinkling divine, 


But 


y that 
doll? 


o ſe he 


all 7 


But 
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But my ſiſter — 
He kiſs'd her, | 
And me he paſs'd by -— 
i'm jealous 
Of the fellow's 
Bad taſte and blind eye. 


AIR XXIX. Sung by Mr. Mauox. 
Tune,—The Lottery. 


\ V\ hat pleaſures will abound 
When my wife 1s laid in ground ! 
Let earth cover her, 
We'll dance over her 
When my wife is laid in ground. 


O how happy I ſhould be 

Would little Nyſa pig with me! 
How I'd mumble her, 
Touze and tumble her! 


Would little Nyſa pig with me. 
ATE XXX. Sung by Miſs Youns. - 


To a pantomime tune. 


Net will I be left in the lurch 
Ceaſe your bribes and wheedling ; 

Till F'm made a wife i th' church | 
I'll keep man from meddling. 


What are riches 1 
And ſoft ſpeeches ? 

Baits and fetches 

To bewitch us. 


When you've won us 
And undone us, 
Cloy'd you ſhun us 
And frown on us 


For our heedleſs piddling 
| AIR 
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AIR XXXI. Sung by Mr. Manov. 
Tune,—Laury Grogan. | 


F into your hen-yard 
I The treacherous Reynard 

Steals ſlily your poultry to ravage, to ravage; 
With gun you attack him, | 
With beagle you track him. 

Ali's fair to deſtroy the fell ſavage, fell ſavage. 
So Pol who comes picking 
Op my tender chicken, 

No means do I ſcruple to baniſh ;—to baniſu 
With pow'r Ill &erbear him, 
With fraud Þl]l enſnare him; 

By hook and by crook he ſhall vaniſh, ſhall vaniſh. 


AIR XXXII Sung by Mr. OL1ves, 


Tune, — Nanny of the bill. 


ERS firſt thoſe eyes enſlaved my heart, 

In fize I'm waſted half; 1 

My looks betray my inward ſmart— 
Ah cruel, cruel Daph ! — 


Ah eruel, &c. 


My vows you flight, you mock my fighs, 
My tears but make you laugh: 

Each parent with my wiſh complies 

None frowns but cruel Daph —-— | 

| But erueh &c. 


My love you hate, my perſon ſcorn, 
My wealth deſſ ite as chatf—— 
Yet to that vagabond forlorn, 
To Pol you're gentle Daph.— _ 
You're gentle, &c. 


AIR 


Miſ 


Mi 


bi 
j 
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AIR XXXIII. Sung by Mift El ELIor. 
Tune, — There is a pretiy girl and a tenant of my oon. 


* ail your wealth I ſcorn, and your perſon ! 
deteſt, and your Tal lol de 1a, &c. 

No jealous put ſhall ever find a welcome in my breaſt, 
or my | 


Tol lol de ra, &c. 
The ſwain yon vilely ſlander, 


Is frank and debonair, 
To him you're but a gander — 


Go go—that's all your ſhare, of my 
Tol lol de'ra, &e. 
ATR XXXIV. A Duetto. 
5 Miſs ELLIOTT and Miſs YoUNG. 


Tu ne,—Gof/ip Joan. 
Miſs Elliot.“ 


HY, Ny :—you're loſt to ſhaime--- 
Nay, hang me if ſhe bluſnes 
But glories in her fla 
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What a brazen front ſhe puſhes, 
Loſt to ſhame ! 


Miſs Tung. Why, Daph :;—you're in the ſuds, 


s deep, altho' you hiſs'd her, 
As Nyſa — but gadſh----- ds | 

You might have ſpar'd a ſiſter 
In the ſuds, 
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AIR XXXV. Sung by Mrs. Balbo. 


To an Italian opera tune. 


1 wolf that ſlaughter'd finds her whelps 


With howlings fills the foreſt ; 
Their murd'rer tracks with ſhrilling yelps, 
All food neglecting or reſt. 


Is 


6142) 


So my revenge ſhall Pol purſue, 
i'll cloſely watch his waters: 
Till at the gallows tree he rue 
Hi: wrongs to my peor daughters. 


ATR XXXVI. Sung by Miſs Youxes, 


Tune, - Polavart on the green, 


TOW, let your jealous ſoul 
Exult in this black deed. 
Ah, Daph !—was mine a proper ſcroll 
To give mamma to read? - 
One comfort yet—if Pol muſt ſwing, 
You can't poſſeſs his charms — 
I'd rather ſee him in the ſtring 
Than circled in your arms. 


AIR XXXVII. Sung by Miſs Eriior, 


Tune, —0/ all the ſimple things we wo, &r. 
H could you ſtriye my love to thwart ? 


You troubleſome miſchievous chit! 
While you muſt be convinc'd in your heart 
That your own you advanc'd not, a whit. 
So lies in the manger a cur, | 
Unable himſelf to eat hay ; | 
Yet he ſnaris, 
And quarrels, 
And makes ſuch a ſtir, 


That he keeps the fiary'd horſes away. 


AIR XXXVIII. Trio, Sung by Mr. Vernon, 


Miſs Youxe and Miſs ELL1oT. 


Tune, —'Twas within a furlong of Edinbro' town, &c. 


Mr. Vernon. 


k TO fear ſhall drive me ever hence 
From thy, oc thy embrace— 


Miſs , 
Miſs ! 


Miſs ! 
Miſs 7 
Mr. / 


Miſs | 
Miſs 7 


Mr.) 
Mrts ! 
Miſs : 


Miſs 
Miſs 2 


Mr. ) 
Miſs , 
Miſs 7 
Mr. ) 
Miſs / 
Miſs 7 
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Miſs Elliot. What ? do you make ne difference 
| between hers and my 
Miſs Young. How? do you give the preference 
to her before my 


face: y 


Miſs Elliot. Well—ſtay —await the tree 


Mifs Young. Ay—ſtay—be hang'd—tor me 


Mr. Vernon. The nooſe 
| I chuſe, 
Fer I will looſe 
Thee, Daph!—or Nyſa, thee. 


Miſs Elliot. To me then plight your troth. 
Miſs Young.” To me now take your oath. 


Mr. Vernon. Either to quit Fm loth. 
Mrſs Elliot. Ingrate ! 


Miſs 77 bung. Falſe mate 5 


Miſs Elliot. 
Miſs Young. : 1 hate — 


Mr. Ver non. Yet wait | 
Fer night Ill pleaſe vou both. 


Miſs Elliot. To me then plight your troth, 
Miſs Young. To me now take your oath. 


Mr. Vernon. Either to quit I'm lotk 
Miſs Elliot. Ingrate! 
Miſs Young. Falſe mate! 


Miſs Elliot. J hate 
Mr. Vernon. Hard fate. 
Miſs Young. I hate 


Miſs Elliot. To wait; 
Mr. Vernon. Yet wait 
Miſs Toung. To wait; 
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Miſs Elliot. At night you can't pleaſe} | 
Mr. Vernon. E'er might I'll pleaſe ye both. 
Miſs Toang. By night you can't pleaſe 


AC, r i 


AIR XXXIX. Sung by Mr. Manor. 


Tune, A lovely laſs to a friar came, &c. 


F in courts your ſuits depend, 
Or a grudge if you enter---tain ; 
Be ſure you make the judge your friend 
By a trip behind the curtain. 
Then decree goes 
Glib againſt your toes, 
Tho' before it ſeem'd uncertain. 


ATKk-XE Sung by Mr. Mes$1X. 
Tune, One Jong Whitſun-holiday, &c. 


© you ſign his mitimus, 
It you wiſh 
That ſhrewiſh 
Nyſa, pretty mouſe, 
May be your own titty-monſe-—— 
Whining, 
Reſigning, 
Ard pining, 
Won't do. 
After this bold ſtroke again 
Sure, none will 
Dare own ill- 
Will, or look blue: 
My altars will ſmoke again, 
Booſing, 
Carouſing, 


They'll pay my rites due. 


This 


| VIr. 


T. 
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his bleſt opportunity 
Knits us cloſer in unity, 
90 we, our community 
Rule all, 
Secure all 
Between me and you. 


AIR XL. Duetto, 
Mr. Manox, and Mr. Me 5515 


Mr. Mahon. HUS arm'd with beer 
No pow'r I fear, 
For, in my commiſlion my truſt is.—— 


Mr. Mefſink. Thus prim'd with ale. 
I niuft prevail 
Supported by good Mr. Juſtice: — — 


Mr. Mahon. Nymphs will relent 
Mr. Mefink, Swains ſhall repent 
Mr. Mahon. "Thoſe love — 

Mr. Meffink. And theſe avore us. 


Bath. When Pol's once gone 
Then all's our own ; 
We'll kick the whole county beſore us, 
before us, | 
We'l} kick the whole county beſore us. 


ATR 1 Sing Ly Mr. Corar. 
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Tune Men that 1 wwas but a little tiny bey, &c 
FLEN gath'ring clouds obicure the Ny, 
With a cteſh-daſh, 


Fliſh- fla ſh, 
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The t * under cracks and the light'nings fly; 
en rain—and all is Jullaby. 


So, when a vizen's patſions ſwell, 
Tongue all ite, 
Eyes f hre, 
Boom torn—within 'tis hell 
Then tears fall foft and ax is weil. 


AIR XLIII. Duetto. 
Mrs. BRIDGES and Mr. Corry. 
Tune, —The man for life that ther a wife, &C. 


Mrs. Bridges. RT ADE!—to our ſhame, 
| Grandſire and Dame 
Jo a couple of misbegotten cubs. 


Mr. Corry. Wife, take my word, 
| He's ſome great lord, 


And none of your ſneaking Girty ſcruk: 


He'll our fortune make- 


Mrs. Bridges. Our hearts he'll break 
Mr. Corry. The oracle certatnly meant it. 


Mrs. Bridges. As fool thinks, 
So bell clinks 


Mr. Corry. You're a fool ; 
Mrs. Bridges. You're an owl: 
Bath. You will repent it.—As fool, &c. 


AIR XLIV. Sung by Mr, VERNON. 


Tune, - By the pale light of the moon, Kc. 


HEN fairies dance round on the graſs, Siſters, | 
Of all o 


And frolick, to night's awful noon ; 


A. 
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Lach elf, with his tight little la ſe, 
Trips to the pale light of the moon. 


f't chance that the grey dawn of day | 1 
Break in on their revels too ſoon, JM 
Difturb'd they all ſkutile away, # 
And follow the glimpſe of the moon. 


AIR XI.. Suns by Mr. Mah ox. 


Tune, -A Dance of MaRANYRES “g. 


AVE you ſeen two figures tugging, 4 

c. By the magic-lanthorn on a wall reflected. Wo 
Here, the baker ſtruggling— there, the gevil lugging, —— 

Till his prize he hurries off to hell ? _ 

a Me, thus, conſcience, one while, draws, oY 
£ And to fair dealing my mind's directed 9 
Luft gripes, anon, with her harpy claws 4 
Forcing me to act — what I dare not tell. 1 
ſcrub “f | : "iv 
| | 5 
AIR XLVI. Chorus of SHePHenDs. 1 


Tune, - Highlander's march. 


NOME, let's ſupport our patron Pan 
Nor ſuffer th' old god be run down by a man; 
A vagrant, come 
With twang ſtrum- ſtrum, 
Who pretends 
1. &c. To contend 
With our mighty hum-drum. 


1 Chorus of SHEPHERDESSES, 
&c. Tune, — Te ſecond firain of ditto, 
ht Siſters, let us join and chuſe Pol our protector, 
: 5 Of all our ſports and paſtimes be he the director; 
ſi 


5 0 2 Hig 
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His tender notes 
Will tune our throats 
| To love, let's give to him our votes, 
Ind fake the fuſty piper dumb, dumb, dumb. 


ATR XLVII. Sr mg by Mr. OLIVER. 


Tune, - Ihe French peaſant's dance. 


F you take my advice, 
You will end it in a trice 
By joining ail to vote with me for Pan : 
Let's bid this ſpark, go hang 
With his new-fangled twangs 
For ſhepherd- ſwains he ne'er can be the plan. 


Why fiould we conſent t advance 
This new raree- 
Show Vagary, 
Juſt brought in from France? 
Why, affront our ruſtic 
Bard, who will by us ſtick 
When we meet to gambol, carouſe or dance. 


AIR XLVIII. 
Tune, — Jacl Latin. 


P T fairs and wakes, 
f Cer ale and cakes, 

Lat bridal and at chriſt'ning; 
The cann, the joke 
Fale'd round like ſmoke, 

While you to Pan fat liſt'ning. 


The kiſſes ſmack'd, 
The benches crack d, : 
My drone melodious humming 
* 


Sung by Mr. Mes$1xE. 


The 


The 


Your girls don't catch 
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The buxom friſk, 


Of planxties briſk, 
Made laifes kind and coming. 


This prig's ſoft ſqueak 
Now hits your freak ; 
But mark, if his grimaces 


Perhaps debauch 
Your wives before your faces. 


AIR XLIX. Sung by Mrs. Baivozs, 


Tune,—Baaltiouragh. 


Hankleſs!=puſillanimous {— 
Shall we be thus fickle hearted ? 
No, —againſt Pol unanimous, 
Let us from Pan ne'er be parted, 


Send the guittar back to courts again; 

Fob off this tatterdemallion : 

We'll to our innocent ſports again. 
Fough upon fafhions Italian. 


AIR L. Sung by Mr. Corte. 


Tune—C:me hither, my country *ſquire, &c. 


ET a rival your picture draw; 
In perfection he'll kad out a flaw : 
In black he will paint, 5 
Make a devil of a faint, 18 
And change to an owl a maccaw. ke 


AIR LI. Sung by Mr. VI RNON. 


Tune, No r3mph that trips the werdant plains, &c. 


O Midas let the churl appeal; 
Let Midas judge our cauſe: 
O 


3 No 
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No might can over Pol prevail 
Suttain'd by your applauſe. 


In vain may Midas' partial voice 
To Pan the chaplet give; 

Pol honour'd more by your kind choice, 
Triumphant ſtill all live. 


AIR LII. Duetto. 


Miſs YouxG and Miss ELLIOo r 


Tune, - Bien que f examine, &c. 


Miss Tung. Hep ſure you never 
Wil endeavour 
Jo diſever 
Fron our favour 
So ſweet a ſwain: 
None io clever 
Fer trod the plain. 


"iſs Ellict. Shepherds, ſure you never, & 


\viiis Young, His guittai and grace, 
Miſs Elliot. His voice, ſhape and face, 
Miſs Teung. Hearts alarming. 

Miſs Elliot. Boſoms warming, 

Miſs ung Wrath diſarming 

| With his ſoft lay. 


Miſs Elliot. He's fo charming, 
| Ah let him ftay ! 


Beth, He's ſo charming, 
Ah let him ſtay! 


Miſs Tung. Pan's pipes are fit for wild recks and bleas 


mourn ta; 8 3 35 


Mi. 


bs 
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Miſs Elliot. Pol's lyte ſuits beſt our cool groves and cles. 


fountains. 


Miſs Young. Pan is old and muſly, 
Stiff, and fuſty, 
Sour and crully : 


Miſs Elliot. Pol is young and merry, 
Light, and airy, 
As a fairy. 


Miſs Young. Can ye baniſh Pol ?—no, no. 


Miſs Elliet. Muſt Pan fall ?—ay, let him go. 


Both. | Ay,—let him go. 


Mits Elliot. Pan's pipes are fit for wild ks and bleak 


mountains; 


it Young. Poss lyre ſuits beſt our Ir cool groves and clear 


tountains. 
Miſs Fllizt. Pan is old and muſty, 
Miſs Young. Stiff, and fuſty, 
Both. Sour and cruſty. | 
Miſs Elliot. Pol is young and merry, 
ifs Young, Light, and airy, 
Perth. | As a fairy. 
Miſs Elliot. Can ye baniſh Pol? 


Mils Leung. No, no. 


Miſs Fllict. Shall Pan ſall? 
Miſs Yong, Ay,—let him 90 
erb Ay, —let him go 
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ATR LIII. Chorus of SHEPHERDESSES. 
Tune, — Fil ew'ry glaſs, &c. 


UZ ZA, for Pol N 
His ſtrains delight us, 
Invite us 
To follow pleaſure's call. 
His gay politeneſs we'll extol : 
Pan's ſurly, booriſh humours, 
fright us. Huzza {or Pol, &c. 


Chorus of SHEPHERDS, 10 the ſame lune. 


Huzza, ſor Pan! 
His planxties warm us, 
And form us 
To labours fit for man. 
Jolly at trencher and at cann, 
He guards our flocks from wolves 
enormous —- Huzza for Pan, &c. 


Chorus of SHtPHERDESSES and SHEPHERDS. 


| Huz7za, ſor Pol! 
Together. 855 ro Kc 
Iuzza, for Pan! &c. 


AIR LIV. Sung oy Mr. Manon. 


Tune, — 7e Kettle Bender. 


HAT the devi's here to do? ye loggerheade 
and gypſies! 
Sirrah, „ou ane huſſey, Jou — and each one of ye 
tipſy is: 
But, Þl} as ſure pull down your pride as 
A gun, or as Þ m jullice Midas. 


Chorus of all. 


O tremendous ; juſtice Midas! 
W ho ſhall oppoſe wile juſtice Midas ? 


Mr. 


ad 


V 


ead? 


f ye 


Mr. NI 
i'm giv'n to underſtand that you're all in a pother here, 
Debating whether Pan or Pol ſhall play here another year. 
Dare you think your clumſy lungs ſo proper to de- 
ice, a3 
The delicate ears of juſtice Midas ? 


Chorus of all. 


Let them be judg'd by juſtice Midas. 
Who has either taſte or {kill, compar'd to juſtice Midas d 


GN. 


O tremendous juſtice Midas! 
Who ſhall oppoſe wiſe juſtice Midas? 
Let them be judg'd by juſtice Midas: | 
Who can boaſt of taſte or (kill, ſo great as jullice Midas? 


AIR LV. Sung by Mr. Manon, 


Tune, —Ceaſe your funning, &e. 


\ TOW Im ſeated 
| I'll be treated 


Like the Sophy on his throne ; 


In my preſence, 
Scoundrel peaſants 
Shall not call their ſouls their own, 


My beheft is 
He, who beſt is 

Sk11Pd, be fix'd muſician chief; — 
Ne'er the loſer. 

Hhall ſhew's noſe here, 

But tranſported be like a thief, 


AIR LVI. Chorus of SHeeHERDS and SHEP» 
HERDESSES, 
Tune, — See the conqu'r ing hero comes, &c. 


EE ! triumphant fits the bard, 
Crown'd with bays, his due reward. TE 
$11 
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Exil'd Pol ſhall wander far; 

Exil'd twang his faint guittar : 

While, with ecchoing ſhouts of praiſe, 

We, the bag-pipe's glory raiſe. 

See triumphant, &c 


AIR LVIL Trio. 


Mr. Manon, Mr. Vernon, and Miſs ELLIOT. 


Tune,—Puſh about the briſk hoxul, &e. 


1 
Mr. Manon. 

1 HY ! you pitiful ſcrub! 

% | To create this hubbub 

. Lou muſt ſure have a forehead of braſs : 

i If you fancy, you can | 

j; In fong rival Pan, 

8 E ſreely pronounce you an aſs—an aſs: 

; I I freely pronounce you an aſs. 

Wil Pan's maſculine voice | 
fl Does this ſqueaking boys 

4 In ſtrength and in ſweetneſs ſurpaſs, 

1 As the war- horſe's neigh 

KB On an exerciſe day _ _ 

# Th untunable bray of an aſs——an als: 

4 Th' untunable, &c. 

. | Mr. VERNON. | 
. | Thou dunder-head fot! | ( 
Thou fhalt now go to pot, | 

'Þ B As ſure as thy name is Midas; | 
* Thy ſcurvy decree | 
Fi Againſt my deity Es 
1 Hath prov'd thee a manifeſt aſs— an aſs: 
*% Hath prov'd thee, &c. 
3 Durce, 
bu 


by, 
N rouge 4 


DCe; 
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Dunce, I did but ſnam; 
For, Apollo I am, 
God of muſick and king of Parnaſs: 
But thou, pert and dull, 
Who weareſt the ſkull, 


Len wear too the ears of an aſs—an aſs: 
Fen wear too, &c. 


Thy rapine, pride, fraud, 
And contempt of a god, 
Have caſt thee out from thy own claſs; 
In muſick thy taſte 
Shall be henceforth expreſt 
By the muſical bray of anaſs—an aſs : 
By the muſical, &c. 


To theſe I tranſlate 

Thy caſh and eſtate 
Extortion's iniquitous maſs ; 

And *ſquire, *ſtead of thee, 

Sileno ſhall be, 


While thou bray'ſt about like an aſs gan aſs: 
While thou bray'ſt, &c. 


Girls, look not fo blanx 
Your beauties I thank 
For the bliſs I enjoy'd on the graſs. 
Ev'ry god that look'd on 
Like me would have done, 


Or elſe his godſhip is an aſs——an aſs : 
Or elſe his, &c. 


Depend on this boon, 
Good huſbands and ſoon. 
The young lords that ye ſee in this glaſs ; 
Careſs them, while J, 
RecalPd to the (ky, 


Make fun of old Pan and Midas—— Midas : 
Make fun of, &c. 


Miſs 


(156 } A a 


Miſs ELT TOT. * 

To the bright god of day V 

Let us ſing, dance and play; Se 
Clap bands, ev'ry lad and kind laſs ! 5 

Now, criticks, beware A 


How ye carp at our fare: 
Remember the fate of Midas Midas 
Remember the fate of Midas. 


Grand Chorus of all. . 


To the bright god of day 
Let us, &c. &c. &c. 


Fnd of the Songs in MiDas. | 


aw, co 9 er, S >, *.4,* ee, *.4,* ow». *.4,* 2 8 av a, wv wy 
55 P 


s O N G CCLVII 
MIDI POMPADOUR 
Sung by Mr. SxEOGOsS. 
HY ruin, O Lewis, thy ſubjects relate, 
Whilſt mademoiſelle guides the helm of the ſtate. 


Looſe Rocheſter ſaid one rul'd Charles of yore, 
But ſhe could not compare with your fam'd Pompa- 


dour. 

On Perſia's fair plains, there's Semiramis the bold, V 
Was juſt, ſirs, the ſame; ſo tradition has told, 7 
And Rome too could boaſt of fair Julia the whore, 0 FE 
But wy could not compare with your fam'd Pompa- EAT 

Our. | | 


Rome 


ſtate. 
ömpa- 


d, 


re 9 | 
ompa- 


Rome 


Our lolers waere brave, and our COurtiers Were gc ! 
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Rome and Greece loſt their glory, and kingdoms mut 


ſall, 
W hen brimſtones in power roll fate's cruſhing ball : 
S0, France, tis with thee, whi:tt cthou'rt rul'd by a 
whore, 


And perdition awaits on your fan'd Por mpadour. 


The grand monarch heav'd a ſigh, 
Moſt wretched made by Pompadour: 
Muſt France then fall, mutt Lewis die? 
Has virtuous Englend nt'er a whore. 


Yes, England has her fav'rite toaſts, 5 
That trudge it vp the mall here. I 
Miſs Kitty Fiſher jules the 10aſ?, 
And is the reigning girl here. 


Though cke a prince ond eke a lord, 
Have had with her great ſport, fir, 
But vet tis true upon wy word, 
They hiſs ber {rom the court, fir 


Then boaſt ne more your ſalique law, 
A biimſtone France now rides-a. 
Whilſt Pitt here guides the lion's paw, 
For the nobleſt beaſt provides-a. 


Such, ſuch as theſe to guide the helm, 
Would make the nations wander ; 

Then France behold the riling retga, 
To whom jou mult knock. under. 


$::0-N. 6G CHE 


7 HEN mighty roaſt beef was the Eagliſhman's 


foad, 
It enobled-our ve; ins, and enriched out blood; 
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Othe roalt beef of Old-England. 
And O, the Oly-Englith roaſt beef. 
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But ſiuce we have learnt from all- conquering France, 
'Fo eat their ragoos as well as to dance, 
We're fed up with nothing—but vain complaiſance. 
| O the roaft beef of Old-England, 
And O, the Old-Engliſh 1oaſt beef. 


Our fathers of old, were robuſt, ſtout and ſtrong, 

And kept open houſe with good cheer all day long, 

W hich made their plump tcnants rejoice in this ſong. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name ? 

A fneaking, poor race, half begotten and tame, 

Vho fully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


When good queen Elizabeth fat on the threne, 
Fer coffee and tea, or ſuch flip-flops were known, 
The world was in terror if e'er ſhe did frown. 

O the roaſt beef, &c. 


In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſel lom or never return'd back again; 
As witneſs, the vaunting Armada of Spain. 

O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Oh then they had ſtomachs to eat and to fight, 
And, when wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 


right 5 | 

But now we're a pack of—] could—but good night. No 
O the roaſt beef, &. W. 
| W.I 
. Ma 
Sung by Mr. CoLLIxs. But 
| Y charming Sylvia ſee | 3 4 
Of hat ] am poſſeſt; | . 

Some what above your knee, | 
And yet below your breaſt. * 
| L N19 


Oh ! As t 


Oh! let me enter in 

That lovely tender part, 
Tis beneath your chin, 

I mean my Sylvia's heart. 


And if that be too high, 
An humbler fate I'll meet, 
Permit me then to lie 
Beneath my Sylvia's feet. 


ee 


The WINDSOR APPARITION: 

8 OR THE ö 

Knrcur of the BLAZING-S IAR. 
Sung by Mr. ITT 


E patriots of Albion, vouchſafe your attention, 
To a wonderful tale I ſhall preſently mention: 
I ting of king Edward, of antient renown, 
Whoſe ghoſt has appear'd at fair Windſor town. 


ves Derry down, &c. 


t. Not many days ſince, as you very wel! know, 
| Was preſented at Windſor a grand raree-thow : 
When a proud Caledonian, in gallant attire, 
March'd out of the chapter-houſe into the choir. 
Derry down, &. 


But firſt it is proper my muſe ſhould unſold, 
As brief as ſhe can what old annals have told 
Of Edward, this monarch of very great fame; 
The king whom I mean was the third of that name. 
Derry down, &c. 


This Edward in battle wos famous for proweſs; 
Oh ! As the marquis of Granby, or Pruſſia's king now is: 
| 23 Two 
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"Fwo crown'd heads at one time, his pris'ners he got, 
P:oud Philip of France, and falſe Davy the Scot. 
| Derry down, &c: 


His army at Creſſy led up ſuch a dance, 

Ay the Cint of his valour he conquer'd half France, 
And if any one doubts whether theſe things have been, 
lis ſword in the abbey is ſtill to be een. 


Derry down, &c. 


For true Engliſn courage his value was ſuch, 

That no honours he thought for a warrior too much; 

And therefore an order for thoſe did erect, 

Who their king or their country did bravely protect. 
Derry down, &c. 


Such heroes as theſe royal Edward did deck, 

With a collar of Ss, which hung round their neck; 
Belides which, they wore, to reward their exploits, 
On their breaſt a bright ſtar, on their leg Hon foi's.. 
| Derry down, &c. 


Thus attir'd, (like a hero in ages of yore) 

Proud Sawny march'd on, as Pole you before: 

When all of a ſudden, this meteor to ſpy, 

"be ghoſt of king Edward ſtalk'd ſrowningly by. 
Derry down, &c. 


I preſume, quoth the king, this new dignify'd far, 
Has bravely diſtinguiſb'd himſelf in the war: 
No 1u-b thing! toys a patriot of true Brunſwick-race, 
He would iuily our glory to purchaſe a place. 

| Derry down, EC. 


And ſhall daſtards like theſe, the tern monarch rejoin'd, 
Receive the reward for true valour defign'd ? 
Forbid it, ye pow'rs, that my grand inſtitution 
Should ennoble a Scot who deſerves execution. 
Derry down, &c. 


SONG 


\ 


161 .F 
e 


Sung by Mr. Lows at Vauxhall. 


O Celia thus, fond Damon ſaid, 
See here a moſſy carpet laid; 
And then her hand he preſs'd. 
Free from the world's intruding eye, 
Heie lurks my dear no buſy ſpy, 


He look d and ſigh'd the reſt. 


5 he ſtarted with a feign'd ſurprize, 

While pleaſure ſparkled in her eves, 
Sure Damon does not mean. 

The ſhepherd ſtopt her with a kiſs, 

And claſp'd her panting breaſt to his, ; 
My dear, we are not feen. A 


Ho Then by a thouſand kiſſes more, 1 


5 


5 A thouſand tender oaths he ſwore 4 

15 His love ſhould never end: 0 
She call'd on all the pow'rs above, 4 
None heard her but the god of love, —— 

And he was Damon's friend. 1 

And is here then no help ſhe ſaid, 

ec. By Damon to be thus betray'd ? 

Then hung her head and bluft'd. 

F O Damion will you yet be good ? 

Ihe ſhepherd ſmil'd and ſaid he wou'd, 

ao She ſigh'd and all was huſh'd. 

_ s O N CCLAL 

join'd, | 5 

The FO YL $ of LOVE: 
- Sung by Mr. Lo WE. 
E. 


WIVD . Venus, quzen of ſoft deſires, 
Deſcending fromm above, 
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1 he gods attend, —while ſhe inſpires 


To ſing the joys of love. 


The joys of love a pleafing theme, 


A theme for ever new, 
Come forward, Vulcan, tell the tame, 
That once I told to you. 


Your orders, goddeſs, I obey, 
With pleaſure and delight; 


But how in words can I convey 


The raptures of that night! ! 


As] lay wanton in your arms, 
The happieft god was I, 

That ever felt your pow'rtul charins, 
Or ever heav'd a ſigh. 


Ti emphatic ſqueeze, the graſp divine; 
The oft-imprinted kits, 

And ev'ry tender love-fraught ſign, 
Were preludes of my blits. 


At length the | Joyous! minute came, 
To ceaſe is all 1 aGk ; ; 

For, oh! to tell the mighty fame, 
Is far too great a tak. 


he gen'rous god ddeſs bow'd aſſent, 
Enough had been exprelt ; 

They all knew what his godibip meant, 
Love s joys half told a are beſt. 


8 O N G 


Sung by Mr. SHUTER, 


S I ana Polly maying went, 
Along the green-wood le 
With fore ſoit words ſne did content, 
That he would be my bride. 


Cel XIV. 


I 


I thre 
Att 


Her charms ſo majeſtic at once In 
Invite, and yet awe my deſires. 1 
How often, in vain, the whole day 581 

My paſſion to ſpeak have i ſtrove, 7 
Then taken ſome round about way 0 


„ 
My inſtrument was well in tune, 
And the in chearful key ; 
And frankly then we did preſume 
To pipe a roundelay, 


Each part did well in conſort move, 
How briſk the tune did beat ! 

Our notes ſuch melting ſtrains did move, 
That ſhe cry'd out repeat. 


Our muſic was fo charming ſweet, 
We play'd it three times o'er : 


But when I could no more repeat, 1 
She laugh'd and cry'd encore. ©1406 
dS. O N eln. ; 
p 5 7 + | 
The BST ECT UL LOVER 10 
ET others more forward behave, 4M 5 
With eaſy familiar air, 10 | 
For my part, I cannot believe 1 
That briſkneſs and braſs win the fair. 41 


Of her I adore, ev'ry glance 
A tender confuſion inſpires; 
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Io tell her how ardeat my love ? 
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How I ſondled and fiutter'd the roſe 
To day in her breaſt that ſhe wore ; 
She certainly could not ſuppoſe _ 
I ever once thought on the flower. 


I threaten'd to pluck off its head, 
Attempted its leaves to deſtroy ; 
| For 
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For when a feign'd ſtruggle we made, 
Her boſom 1 touch'd by the by. 


Alone when J gaze on her charms, 
How fain would I raviſh a kiſs ? 
How fain claſp her ſhape to my arms? 

But I dread ſhe would take it amiſs. 


Tho' modeſt perhaps to a fault, 
Tho” baſhful and aukward my air; 
Yet my heart with true paſſion is fraught, 
And I will not ſubmit to deſpair. 


A PIAST ORAL BAL „ 


In the manner of ShEN STONE. 


OW vain are the efforts of art ? 
How vain are the ſmooth ſtudy'd lays ? 
_ Ev'ry language but that of the heart, 
Muſt fail in my Phyllida' s praiſe. 
How mode, yet free, is her air? 
Her words with whit ſoftneſs they flow ? 
She has fill'd ev'ry heart with deſpair ;. 
She has made ev'ry ſhepherd my foe. 


For fince ſhe appear'd on our plains, 
On me ſhe has laviſh'd her ſmiles ; 
I'm the envy of all the young ſwains, 
To ſupplant me they're fruitful in wiles: 
But let me their paſſions deſpiſe, 
The'r proceedings 1 never will mind, 
If my Phillis approve with her eyes, 
If my Phillis c-ntinue but kind. 


I watch ev'ry glance of her eyes, 

Ev'ry bluſh that but dawns on her cheeks ; 
How } tremble it ever ſhe ſighs! 

How I'm raptur'd if ever ſhe ſpeaks ! 


Tf 


IF 
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Tf the talks, it is heav'n to hear ; 
If ſhe ſiniles, it is heav'n to ſee; 
How ſoft, how engaging, how dear, 
How all over heaven to me ! 


My fields and my orchards are ſmall, 
Yet planted and cultur'd with care; 


My groves they are loſty and tall, 
And a ſweetneſs is found in the 


air, 


She ad wires the increaſe of my fields, 


Sbe admires the itill gloom of the woods, 


The ſweetneſs the healthful air yields, 


And fhe likes the wild tall of the floods. 


We have wander'd along the green hills; 
Thro' the plains ever vernal with flow'rs, 
Thro' the lawns ever gleamirg with rills, 
By the banks ever ſhady with 2owers ; | 
There my ch-rmer ſtill rais'd ſuch wild ſtrains, 


As wantonly melt in the throat, 


Re ſounding thro' woods, and thro' plains, 
Sweet echoes prolong'd each breath'd note. 


We firay at the dew of the dawn, 


Thro' fields where the weſt wind has flown, 


Collecting the flow'rs on the lawn, 


By the warmth of the gale newly blown. 


What beauty is found in their dyes, 


While attended by health thus we rove, 


And I ſee in my Phillida's eyes, 
Content, ſoit aſſociate of love? 


Already our flocks jointly feed, 
'I'bey never are ſeparate ſeen, 
Together they ſport on the mead, 
And crop the foft herbs of mo, 
And hence all the ſhepherds toreſc 


reen ! 
E, 


That Phillis will quickly be mine; 
Oh thought! full of tranſport to me, 


For the day how I eagerly pine. 
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S O N G CCLXYIL 
On the SPRIN G. 


E beauty- breathing Spring 
Waving ſoft thy balmy wing; 
Faireſt glory of the year! 


On our longing piains appear. 


Sweet inſpirer of my ſong ! 

On a ſun-beam glide along; | 
Shedding round, in mingled ſhowers, 
Verdant herbs and fragrant flowers. 


See the lovely nymph appears, 

And a crown of roſes wears; 

Pinks and lilies mixt are ſeen _ 

On her robe of flow'ring green. | 
Welcome, welcome to theſe plains! 
Weicome to the longing ſwains ! 


IJ hee with raviſh'd voice I ſing, 


Bounteous-all-reviving ſpring ! 


Now the mornings fairer riſe ; 
Gayer light now gilds the ſkies: 
Now a gentle whiſp'ring gale 


_ Softly fteals along the vale : 


Now the huſbandmen prepare 

To improve the coming year, 
Flinging free the gen'rous grain, 
"Hoping pleaſure, bearing pain. 


Living verdure clothes the hills; 
Wild, along the cryſtal rills, 
Gillyflowers and daiſies ſpring, 
And invite the muſe to ſing. 
There the ſpreading bloſſom ſee, 
Burſting forth from every tree! 


Muſic wakes throughout the grove; 


All is harmony and love. 


Pouring 


Pourin 
Hear 
Pearcl 
Swell 
Lowin 
O'er t] 
As wl 


Speak 


Charn 
Join t 
Heait! 
From 
Smilin 
Sheds 
Heav' 


Such 
See yc 


Strew 
Bloon 
Happ 
All, 1 
All in 
Let u 
Ever) 


He d 
His 1 
The 
Inſpi. 
Ther 
And 


( 167 ) | E 
Pouring forth their am'rous ſong, 
Hear the tuneful feather'd throng, 
Pearch'd on ev'ry bloomy ſpray, 
Swell the ſweetly-dying lay! 
Lowing herds, and bleating flocks, 
O'er the dales and moſſy rocks, 
As with gladden'd hearts they range, 
Speak all nature's grateful change. 


, 


Charming Celia! come; a while 
Join the univerſal ſmile: 

Heaith and beauty breathe around 
From the gay-enamel'd ground ; 2 
Smiling nature's bounteous god 1 v0 
Sheds the ſoul of love abroad: 1 
Heav'n, my fair, delights to ſee 
Such a love as mine to thee. 


See yon amaranthine bower, 

Strew'd with many a fragrant flower! 
Blooming plains, and ſhady groves, 
Happy ſcenes of rural loves! 

All, my love, to joy invite, 

All inſpire a pure delight: 
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Let us taſte, and, taſting, ſing 4h 
Every pleaſure of the ſpring. 9 g 
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Tune, — The man that's contented. 


Whimſical lover's a prey to each care 
He's loſt to himſelf, while he lives to the fair; 
He dreams all the day, and he wakes all the night; 
His ſorrow is laſting, and ſhort his delight. | 


The ſparkling charms of the full flowing bowl * 
Inſpire us with friendſhip, and brighten the ſoul ; | 
Then pox on all care! come, fill up the glaſs, 

And round the blythe circle, my boys, let it paſs. 
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Let my pretty Molly go round for the toaſt ; H 
I'm pleas'd it ſhe's mine, and the fame if ſhe's loft : 
As long as ſhe loves me, | know ſhe Il be true; P. 


And if the ſhould alter—why ! fo will i too. 
Should ſhe be inconſtant, why ſhould I be fad? 


'T'is time to grow wiſer, and not to go mad; 
If generous and good, ſhe will value true love; 
And the loſs of a jilt is a bleſſing, by Jove. 
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The loſs of a miſtreſs ſhall never deſtroy 
The bliſsful tranquillity which I enjoy : 
Whatever may happen, I'll wiſely prepare 
Indifference, that ſovereign cure of all care. 
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LI OW bleſt is the man who ſupplies f 
Each day and each hour with new charms, OC 
Whoſe heart, ſoon as one paſſion dies, / 
Another as herce ſtill alarms? 
He never is troubled with care, | No 
No vexation to him are his loves; | gl 
For he flies, or remains with the fair, To 
As his ſuit ſhe neglecte or approves. A 
But I, a poor conſtant weak ſwain, | Ac, 
Whoſe heart is immoveably fix'd, | B 
Although I'm repaid with diſdain, | Ter, 
And my days are with pleaſure unmix'd, In 
Still faithful am found to one fair, | Ey'g 
Still tervilely beng at her feet, x 
Still vain'y prefer iny fond pray'r, | Th 
Though ture a reluſal to meet. | by 
- * 80 
How pleaſing it is to xplore It ra 
Each country and kingdom remote, ＋ 
Gurvey all the charms of each ſhore, The: 
And the beauties of ev'ry tweet ipot ! | | Os 


c 


. 
How ignoble to breathe. out one's days, 


On our own native bit of dull ground, 
Perſeverein the ſame ſtupid ways, 
And walk in the fame tireſome round ! 


$0. N G © CCLAX. 
The MATHEMATICIA 


To his MrsTnress. 


17H heaves my boſom up and down? 
My pulſe and nerves why ſtir to * 

In Capricornys is the ſun ; 

But I would be in Yires. 


Ah cruel Solid, thou alone 
Art of my woes the root! 
Contact with me why do you ſhun, 
And play the Aſymptote t 


No mere by you will 1 be traz'd ; 
"Tis but a cruel joke, 

To keep me always electris' d, 
And waiting for the ſhock. 


A chart of thee I lately drew; 
But, ah! from neck to knee, 
Terra incognita Was you 


In my Gunography. 


Ev'n algebraic rules can't ſhow 
A method to reveal 
That unknown guantity, which you 
So anxlouſly conceal. 


I rather would I find, I ſwear, 
Than the north-weſtern road, 

The circle or triangle's ſquare, 
Or even the longitude. 


Q 


(% 
To trifle in this great affair 

Both dangerous and filly is ; 
For life is ſhert, none of us are 
Perpetuum mabiles. 


Coquettiſh therefore ceaſe to be, 
Nor catch at all at random; 
But give your heart and hand to me, Q. 
9. 415 T. ral. D. enn e Ha ais fen 
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By Mr. BLAcxLocxk. 


4 \NEASE, ceaſe, my dear friend, to explore 
From whence, and how piercing my ſmart ; 

Let the charms of the nymph I adore, | 

Excuſe, and intetpret my heart: 

Then how much I 2dmire, you ſhall prove, 

When like me you are taught to admire ; 

And imagine how boundleſs my love, 

When you number the charms that inſpire. 


Than ſunſhine more dear.to my ſiglu, 
To my lite more eſſential than air, 
To my foul the is perfect delight, 
Jo my ſenſe all that's pleaſing and fair. 
The iwains who her beauty behold, 
With tranſport applaud ev'ry charm, 
And ſwear that the breaſt muſt be cold, 
Which a beam fo intenſe cannot warm. 


Ah! fay, will ſhe ſlightly forego : 
A conqueſt, though humble, yet ſure ? 

Will ſhe leave a poor ſhepherd to woe, 
Who for her ev'ry bliſs would procure * 

Alas! too preſaging my fears, 

Too jealous my foul of its bliſs ; 
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(171) 
Methinks ſhe already appears, 
'To foreſee and elude my addreſs. 


Does my boldneſs offend my dear mail ? 
Is my fondneſs loquacious and free? 
Are my viſits too frequently paid ; 

Or my converſe unworthy of thee ? 
Yet when grief was too big for my breaſt, 
And labour'd in ſighs to complain, 

Its ſtruggles I oft have ſuppreſt, 
And ſilence impos'd on my pain. 


And oft, while by tenderneſs caught, 


To wy charmer's retirement I flew, 

[ reproach'd the fond abſence of thought, 
And in bluſhing confuficn withdrew. 

My ſpeech, though too little refin'd, 
Though ſimple and auk ward my mein; 

Yet ſtill, ſhouldſt thou deign to be kind, 
What a wonderful change might be ſeen ! 


Ah, Strephon! how vain thy deſire, 


Thy numbers and muſic how vain, 


While merit and fortune conſpire 


The ſmiles of the nymph to obtain ? 


Yet ceaſe to upbraid the loft choice, 


Thovgh it n&er ſhould determine for thee, 
If thy heart in her joy may rejoice, 
Unhappy thou never canſt be. 


8 O N G CCLAXIL 
Set by Dr. ARNE. 


Sung by Mrs. CIE BER, in the Way to keep him. 


Attend to my counſel, nor bluth to be taught, 


FE fair married dames who ſo often deplore, 
That a lover once bleſs'd, is a lover no more; 


That.prudence muſh cheriſh, what beauty has caught. 
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(172) 

The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your eye, 
Your roſes and lilies may make the men fizh : 

But roſes and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die, as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fay'rite guittar, 
Tho' muſic, in both, they are both apt to jar, 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on ioo much. 


"The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command; 
Exert with your huſband, the fame happy kill, 

For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your will. 


Be gay and good humour'd, complying and kind, 

Turn the chief of your care from your face to your 
nnd: | 1 228 

*Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 

And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


HUNTING SONG: 


I. 


ME morning is charming, all nature is gay, 
Away, my brave boys, to your holes away; 

For the prime of our pleaſure, and queiting the hare, 

Ve have not ſo much as a moment to ſpare. 

Chor. Hark! the lively ton'd horn, | 
How melodious it founds, how melodious it 


ſounds, | | 
To the muſical ſong, to the muſical ſong of the 


merry-mouth'd hounds. 


„ 
In yon ſtubble field we ſhall find her below ; 
Soho! cries the huntſman ; hark to him, ſoho! : 
See! ſee where ſhe goes, and the hounds have a view; 
Suck harmony Handel himſelf never knew. | 


Cher. 


AY, yt hw 


iT 


the 


(173) 
Chor. Gates, hedges, and ditches, to us are no bounds, 
But the world is our own while we follow the 
hounds. N 
| III. 
Hold, hold, tis a double; hark, hey! Bowler, hey! 
If a thouſand gainſay it, a thouſand ſhall lye; 


His beauty ſurpaſſing. his truth has been try'd, 
At the head of the pack an infallible guide. 


Chor. At his cry the wide Welkin with thunder re- 
ſounds, 
The darling of hunters, the glory of hounds. 


IV. 


O'er highlands and lowlands, and woodlands we fly, 
Our horſes full ſpeed, and our hounds in full cry ; 

So match'd in their mouths, and fo even they run, 
Like the trine of the ſpheres, and the race of the fun. 


Chor. Health, joy, and felicity, dance in the rounds, 


And bleſs the gay circle of hunters and hounds. 
The old hounds puſh forward, a very ſure ſign, 
That the hare (tho' a ftout one) begins to decline; 


A chace of two hours or more ſhe has led, 


She's down, look about you, they have her, ſhe's dead. 


Chor. How glorious a death to be honour'd with 


foun:is | 
Of horns, end a ſhout to the chorus of houngs. 
VI. 
Herc's a health to a] hunters,. and long be their lives, 
May they never be croſt by their ſweethearts or wives; 
May they rule their own paſſions, and ever at reſt, 
As the moſt happy men, be they alſo the belt, 


Chor, {nd free from the care which the many ſur- 


rounds, 5 | | 
Be happy at laſt when they ſee no more hounds. 
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(174) 
Orr. 
C35 ere l'm in love, it ſhall be with a laſs, 


As ſweet as the morn-dew that ligs on the graſs, 
He: cheek mun he ruddy, her eyn mun be bright, 
Like ſtarns in the ſky on a cauld froſty night. B 
Oh cou'd iſe kenn fic a laſſie as this, | 
Pd freely gang to her, | 3 
Care!s her and vrooe her, But 
At once take up heart and ſolicit a kiſs. 


My daddie wad ha' me to marry wi' Bell, 
But wha wad ha aine that he canna' like well; 
What tho? ſhe has muckle, ſhe's bleaty and auld, 
Fic ſaucy uncoo, and a terrible ſcold. 
Oh pin T' ſe get fic a vixen as this, 
Fd whap her and ſtrap her, 
So bang her and Yap her, 
The devil for me ſhou'd ſolicit a kits, 


There's Maggie wad fain lug me into the chain, 
She ſpiers friſky at me, but blinks it in vain, 
She trows that VII ha her—Iſe no fuck a foo, 
For Willy did for her a lang while ago. 

Oh gin Iſe get ie a wanton as this, 

She'd horn me and ſcorn me, 

And hugely adorn me, 
And ere ſhe'd kiſs me gi another a kiſs. 


But find me a laſſie, that's youthſul and gay, 

As blithe as a ftailing, us pleaſant as Mav, 

Wha's free frae aw wrangling and jangling and ſtiiſe, 
And Iſe take her and make her my ain thing for life. 


Oh vin Ie get lic a bleſſing as this, The :1 
Fd kiſs her and preſs her, | | 
Preſerve and careſs her, $24 | | ar 
And think myſelf greater than Jove is in bliſs. ] 

| Sorrow 
Joys 
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(175) 
S ON G CCLXAXV. 
The CONTEST. 


R and Good- Nature once mutually 
vow' N 
_ To join in a laſting alliance, 
But Wit grew ſo ſaucy, and Beauty ſo proud, 
That the one bade the other defiance. | 


A challenge, quoth Wit, and away to the field, . 
The pert little genius ſoon hied, 1 

But Beauty anon made the pratler to yield, Ev: 
And took down his inſolent pride. 


Good-Nature came up with a ſoft beaming ſmile, 
At the cloſe of this valorous fight, 

They faw him, and quickly forgetting their broil, 
Shook hands and ſet all things to right. 55 


From this a more laſting alliance took root, 
Each day it grew ſtronger and ſtronger, 

But where they ſhould fix was the point in diſpute, 
They reſolv'd to be ſtrollers no longer. | 


Fo dear Teraninta, at length they repair, 
Well pleas'd to the life, with her tation, 
There Beauty, Good Nature, and Wit, in the fair, 
Find a quiet and bleſt habitation. | 


8 O0 NG CCLXXVI. 
The HAPPY B AC CHAN AL IAN S. 
KT your glaſles, baniſh grief, 
Laugh, and worldly cares de'piſe ; 


Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, | 
Joys from drinking will ariſe :. 
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( 176) 
Why fhould we with wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made ſo fair! | 


Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, | Th 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt. | 
Some purſue the winged wealth, - Fre 
Some to honour do aſpire ; \ 
Give me freedom, give me health, 3 
There's the ſum of my deſire: | 1 
What the world can more preſent The 
Will not add to my content. 3 
Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, Fan 
Quiet of mind is always beſt. 1 
Buſy brains we know, alas! Moi 
With imaginations run; 1 
Like the ſand in th' hour-glaſs, And 
Turn'd and turn'd and ſtill runs on 1. 
Never knowing when to ſtay, 4 | Half 
But uneaſy ev'ry way, 2 A: 
Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, For 
Peace of mind is always beſt. Ar 
Mirth, when mingied with good wine, Wea 
Makes the heart alert and free; Ti 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, | But 
Still the ſame thing 'tis with me: W. 
There's no fence againſt our fate, Wee 1. 
Changes daily on us want. | Eac 
Drink ard ſet your hearts at reft, Then 
Of a bad bargain mate the beſt. | E 


Y 


S ON G CCLXXVIE 


On the Maxquis of GRAN B V. 


Boaſt thee no more of thy deeds, proud France, 
| You fee that we have thwack'd you ſoundly; 


And as long as we pipe, we'll make you dance, 
And I tell you ſo flatly and roundly. W 
| | The 
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(2177) 
The ſhouts of the free, are the ſhouts you hear, 
Our lads are as gay as gay can be, | 
Their hearts they are ſound, their throats they are clear; 
Huzza tor King George, and for Granby. 


French ſoup can ne'er be a match for good ale, 
With ſoup the poor ſouls do ſo ſwill 'em; 
That their men all do look ſo wan and pale, 
It is a meer ſhame for to kill'em : 
T he air of our trocps is ſo briſk and brave, 
That more ſo J am ſure none can be; 
Feme tell to the world, the looks that they have 
They owe to King George, and to (Granby, 


Moſt fure *twou'd be, but a chriſtian-like part, 
To feed thy ſtarv'd bands, great Lewis; 

And tho” to give beef thou haſt not a heart, 
Tet each have a platter of brewis: 

Half dead as they are, it would be a ſin, 
As great a one ſure, as there can be; 


For to ſhoot at ſuch bags of bone and of ſkin, 


And fo ſays the Prince and Granby. 


Weail for a king fo good as our own, 
Think dangers delightful to plunge in ; 
But peſtilence blaſt the wretch on his throne, 
Who ſubjects neglects in a dungeon: : 
We live in our camp, likea camp full of ſouls, 
Each heart is as right as right can be; 7 
Then to theſe loyal healths come fill up the bowls, 
* King George end the Marquis of Granby.” 


SON G CCLXXVIII. 
Cc ALIA at her Spinner. 
Set by Mr. Ba1LDoN. 
HEN Czlia on her ſpinnet plays, 


All heaters ſhe confounds ; 
po | 


Fach 
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Fach key, as pleas'd, her touch obeys, 
Each ſtring more ſweetly ſounds: 
Once Orpheus charm'd each creature's heart, 
She has now his plan purſu'd, 


Men, birds, beaſts, by her fingers art, 


Are inſtantly ſubdu'd. 


Amaz'd, when ſhe her fingers moves, 
The ſeraphims draw near; 
Surpris d the ſongſters, from the groves, 

Flock nigh, her notes to hear: 
Her touch the tyrant might reclaim, 
And make the monſter mild; 
Her voice might turn the tyger tame, 
And ſooth the ſavage wild. 


If fortune, when ſhe plays, permit 


Me near the nymph to be, 
My ſoul my body ſeems to quit, 
 And's loſt in extacy. 
Ye angels, and ye higher powers, 
Make lovely Cælia mine 
With her, my bliſs would equal yours, 
Her notes are ſo divine, 


S O N G CCLXXIX. 
The UNION of Love and Waxex, 
ITH women and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 


Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul, 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 
I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 


Wine 


Let 'em bare their own humour, end I will have mine. 


And 


And 


mine. 


Wine 


"= | 
| (19) 

Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 

Tis the ſpring tide of life, and the fuel of love; 

And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 

As when Mars bound his head with a branch of the 


vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half di- 
Me 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine, 

Thus giving and taking, in mutual return, 


The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper Pl] quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 


My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 
3 O N © | CCLXXX. 
BONNY B ES S F. 


Oung Beſs looks ſae bonny, 
| Buſk'd in cockernony, 
And coats kilted up to her knee ; 
That ay! when I view her, 
I fondly purſue her, 
And blythe am fic beauty to ſee. 


She's *boon the aid of art, 
Lovely in ilka part, 
Nae painting or patches wants ſhe ; 
For kind-liearted nature 
Sae finiſh'd ilk feature, 5 
That naething mair perfect could be. 


She, without hoſe or ſhoon, 
Sae mony hearts has won, 
That ladies envy, and deſpair : 


(6180) 
For nae ane in the ilk, | 
Tho' bra'ly buſk'd in ſilk, 
Can wi' her for beauty compare. 


Sae far Beſs ſurpaſſes 
The reſt of the laſſes, 

For beauty, in ilk a degree : 
That fowk, wondrin at her, 
Cry, ſure ſome god gat her, 

She ſeems ſae celeſtial to be. 


Gin Paris were living, 
| And now had the giving, 
O' the apple that erſt he gave; 
| My Beſſy's ſae bonny, 
He'd gie't her, or ony: 
In vain might the goddeſſes crave. 


Beſides, ſhe's no pretty 
Alane, but ſhe's witty, 
Her tongue is wi' eloquence fraught : 
And yet her ſenſe is ſuch, 
She never ſpeaks o'er much ; 
Nor can in an error be caught. 


Since I'm no ambitious 
For wealth, be propitious 
And let me tak charge o' thy charms : 
Let, let, bonny Beſſy, 
Let Robie careſs ye, 
And ward ye frae ſkaith in his arms. 


CANTAaTra.: 


E N G L IS H Harmony The BEsr. 


RECITATIVE. 


Truck by the warbling of an eunuch's ſtrains, 
The fair Melinda felt unuſual pains ; 


Cl 
Witch! 
Lach 


Each 


And ſofter ſounds Italianiz'd her heart. 
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Each opera night renew'd the thrilling ſmart, 


At length, by love compell'd, the broke her mind ; 
But, ah! Mon Seignior was not ſo inclin'd : 

In vain ſhe ſtrove to rouſe an equal flame : 

Alas! he could not play at Venus' game, 

When thus enrag'd the diſappointed fair, 


Wich mimic accents beffled all her care. L T 
Tune, —Mingotsli's miunee | 4 | 
Ceaſe your ſqualling. (4 


And your bawiing, 


Gentle ſignior, prithee do; 


Quavering and quaking, 
Shivering and ſhaking; 
Love was ne'er deſign'd for you. 


Charms ſuperior, gentle ſignior. 
On the Btitiſh ſtage DI find, . 
Senſe and apility, 
Voice and virility, 


” — . —— — 1 - 
_— . > - 
53 F 
i - 3 " - 
ba Kone CA: oe re 
» 4235 » ” "F 
7 ” 


— 
- — 


All in Johnny Beaid combin'd. 1 | 
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The powder'd eunuch ſrighted ſtrait withdtewe, 
And quick to Drury -lane the fair one flew; 
Where with a manly voice and graceful mein, 
The ſprightly Beard entranc'd the jovial ſcene. 
Fer ſince each op'ra {train ſhe holds in ſcorn. 
Conpar'd with Happy Pair, or Eatly Horn. 


AIR. 


Tune, —51g/ no more ladies. 
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Then ſing no more ſigniors, 
digniors, ſing no more, 
With throats ſo ſhrill and ſqualling: 
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Enna — —— 
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Such nonſenſe ne'er_ 
Can charm the fair, 
Your ftrains are dull and . 


* v IE 


Then ſcream not ſo, 
Tis Beard and Lowe, 
You truly charm and make 'em merry. 
Who pleaſe their ears, 
And hearts we know 
And touch them to 
The quick I trow. 
With a hey down, down, a derty 
Hey down, down a derry, ho down derty, 
Hey down, down a derry. 


Pant no longer fair ones, 
Beauties pant no more, 
For empty ſound and quaver, 
The voice alone, 
| Can ne'er attone, 
When ladies deign a favour, 


Then ſcream not fo, 
Tis Beard and e & c. xc. 


8 0 N G cc XXXI. 
Sung by Mr. Wipes, 


F length, mother Gunter, the gods hear my 
| pray'r, 
They have heard me at length, mother Gunter, 
You ate grown an old woman, yet romp, drink and 
ſwear, 
And affect the tricks of a young bunter. 


You invoke, with a voice that tremblingly ſqueaks, 
Brick Cupid, though ſure of denial ; 
ite ſhuns you, and baſks on the bloſſomy cheeks 


Of miſs Gubbins, who plays on the vio). 5 
Ok Je 


57 


nd 


But poor Nan is dead, and has left you her years 


Has join'd to your own, which a century clears, 


That love hot as fire muſt be burnt to a coal, 


The precepts of a friend approve, 


E 
He flies by the trunk that is ſapleſs and bare, 
To the pliant young branches he comes u: 
Age has hail'd on thy face, and has ſnow'd on thy hair, 
And thy green tecth have eat all thy gums up. 


Nor thy ſack, nor thy necklace, thy watch nor thy 
ring, | | 
Have recall'd thee to youth, or retarded 


Thoſe years, which old time, and his friend Vincent 


Wing, | 
In the almanack long have recorded. 
Oh where is that beauty, that bloom and that prace, 
Thoſe lips, which cou'd breath inſpiration, 


Which ſtole me away from myſelf, and gave place 
To no creature but Nan in the nat.on? 


As a legacy, which gracious heaven 


And is juſt, ma'm, the age of a raven. 


Then remain a momento to each jolly ſoul, 
Who of Venus's club's a ſtaunch member ; 


As the broomſtick concludes in ember. 
- $0. N G CCLXXXITE 
Sung by Mrs. BrxiDGes, in the Way to keep Him, 


E fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart; 
For once attentive be a-while, 
To what I now impart. | 


Would you obtain the youth you love, 


And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 


R 2 And 


(6184) 
And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears; 
The youthful bloom begins to glow ; 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When fir}. the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the Jover's breaſt ; 


And you by ſtrange per ſuaſſon melt, | 


Each wiſhing to be bleſt: 
Fe not to) bold, nor yet too coy, 
With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park, @r play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride; | 


And leſt your tongue your mind betray, 


In fewer words confide ; 
The maid who thinks to gain a mate, 
By giddy chat, will find too late, 
That's not the way to keep him. 


In areſſing ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex, * 

Nor let the arts of dear ſpadille 
Your innocence perplex. 

Be always decent as a bride, 

By virtuous rules your reaſon guide, 
For that's the way to keep him. 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both it's bleſſings ſhare ; 

To make thele joys for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware; 

His love with kind compliance meet, 

Let conſtancy the work compleat, 
And you'll be wy to keep him. 
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My vault door is open, deſcend ey'ry gueſt, 


*Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 


In a piece of ſlit hoop I my candle have ſtuck, 


Sound thoſe pipes, they're in tune, and yon bins are 


— — 


E 
8 © N G cclxxxin 


By G. A. STEVENS. 1 
Tune, — he hounds are all out. : 44 

| | | 

Ontented I am, and contented T'll be, 1 
For what can this world more afford, of 


Than a girl that will ſociably ſit on my knee, 
And a cellar as ſociably ſtor'd. 85 
My brave boys. 


Broach that caſk, aye that caſk we will try; 


And as bright as her cheek to the eye. 


"I'will light us each bottle to hand; 
Ind the foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 
For | hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. 


Ve are dry where we fit, tho' the oozing drops ſect 
Ihe moiſt walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 
From the arch, mouidy cobwebs in Gothic taſte tream , 
Like ſtucco-work cut out of moſs. 


Aſtride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 
T fit my companions among, 

Like grape-blefling Bacchus, the good feilow's god, 
And a ſentiment give, or a ſong. 


I charge ſpoil in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No antient more patriot-like bled ; 

Each drop iu defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks I'll drink dead. 


well fill'd, 


View that heap of old Hock in the rear; 
| R 3 | Thofe | 


( 186 ) 
Thoſe bottles of Burgundy, mark how they're pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review, 

When I caſt my eyes round, I confider my caſks 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue. 


Like Macedon's madman my drink T'll enjoy, 
In defiance of gravel and gout; 

He cry'd, when he had no more worlds to ſubdue 
And I'll weep when my liquor is out. | 


When the lamp is brimful, ſee the flame brightly ſhines, 


But when wanting moiſture, decays; 
Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elle there's an end to my blaze. 


'Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhou'd be ſned, 
No hic jacet be cut on my ſtone; 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And ſay, A choice fellow is gone.“ 
| My brave boys. 


s ON G CCLAXXIV. 
In the Mus1cal LA DP 


T OVE's a ſweet and ſoft muſician, 
Who derives his {kill from thee, 

Llays in every diſpoſtzion, | 

Strikes the ſoul on ev'ry key. 
Deep deſpair cow thrums Adagio, 
Lively hope now ſounds Corragis. 

—O the raviſhing tranſition ! 

'F'weedle dum and tweedle dee. 


SONG 


N CG 


( 187 ) 
$ O N G cclxxxv. 
By Mr. Tnouso x. 
ELL me, thou ſoul of her I love. 
Ah! tell me, whither thou art fled ; 


To what delightful world above, 
Appointed for the happy dead! 


Or doſt thou, free, at pleaſure, roam, 
And ſometimes ſhare thy lover's woe; 

Where, void of thee, his chearleſs home 
Can now, alas! no comfort know ? 


Oh! if thou hover'ſt round my walk, 


While, under ev'ry well-known tree, 
to thy fancy'd ſhadow talk, 
And every tear is full of thee ; 


Should then the weary eye of grief, 
Beſide ſome ſympathetic ſtream, 

In lumber find a ſhort relief, 
Oh viſit thou my ſoothing dream 


S © N G CCLXXXVL.. 
By the ſame Hand. 
ARD is the fate of him who loves, 


Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, 


But to the ſympathetic groves, 
But to the lonely, liſtening plain. 


Oh! when ſhe bleſſes next your ſhade, 
Oh! when her foot-ſteps next are ſeen 
In flowery tracts along the mead, 
In freſher mazes o'er the green; 


Ye gentle ſpirits of the vale, 
10 whom the tears of love are dear; 


From, 
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From dying lilies waft a gale, 
And ſigh my ſorrows in her ear. 


Oh! tell her what ſhe cannot blame, 
Tho? fear my tongue mult ever bind; 
Oh tell her that my virtuous flame 
Is as her ſpotleſs ſoul refin'd. 


Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chaſter tenderneſs his care, 
Not purer her own wiſhes riſe, 
Not holier her own fighs in prayer. 


But if, at firſt, her virgin fear, 
Should ſtart at love's ſuſpected name, 
With that of friendſhip ſooth her ear 
True love and friendſhip are the ſame, 


s O NG CCLXXXVI. 
By the ſame Hand. 


OR ever fortune wilt thou prove, 
An unrelenting foe to love, 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between, and bid us part. 


Bid us ſigh on from day to day, 

And wiſh, and wiſh the ſoul away; 
Tiil youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of lie is gone? 


But buſy, buſy, {till art thou, 

To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow, 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
To join the gentle to ihe rude. 


For once, O fortune, hear my pray, + 
And I abſolve thy future care; 
Alu other bleſſings I refign, 
Make but the dear Amanda mine. 


8 O N CGþ> 
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( 189 ) 
S8 ON G CCLxxxVII. 
By a LA p. 


EfleQion, that makes mortals wiſe, 
| Gives me the greateit pain ; 
'I'he doubts that in my breaſt ariſe, 

Of meeting thee again, 
Abſence, for ever foe to love, 
The thought diſtracts my mind: 
Leſt you a fairer nymph approve, 
And ſhe like me be kind. 


Ihen to my humble cott retir'd, 
'To ſearch and wiſh for peace, 

No more with mortal charms I'm fir'd, 
But wait my kind releaſe. 

Secluded far from buman fight, 

Attend my fleecy care, 

But till my eyes are ſeal'd in night, 
Thou ſhalt partake my pray'r. 


My cottage on a 1fing ground, 
Near to a friendly ſhade, 
A ruin ſhall my proſpect bound, 
With greens that never fade, 
Some murm'ring brooks within my view, 
I hat not too lifeleſs flow, 
Whilſt I the paths of truth purſue, 
Both time and chance will ſhew. 


But if thou bring'ſt thy heart again, 
Untainted and fincere, 

L laugh at all my preſent pain, 
And baniſh every fear. | 

Then like a ſhip the tempeſt toſt, 
Pl] bleſs the friendly ſhore, 

Forget the dangers that are paſt, 
But venture out no more. 


© 790 } Tell | 
| | EV 
8 0 " G CCLXXXIX. Tell! 
Wrote to a LADPT. a. 
HEN the nymphs were contending for beauty 
and fame, | | Then 
Fir Sylvia ſtosd foremoſt in right of her claim, Anc 
When to crown the high tranſports dear conqueſt ex- And le 
cites, | f Wh 


At court ſhe was envied, and toaſted at White's. 


But how ſhall I whiſper this fair one's fad cafe ? 

A cruel diſ-afe has ſpoil'd her ſweet face: 

Her vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled red, 
And all the gay graces of beauty are fled. 


Yet take heed all ye fair how you triumph in vain, 
For Sylvia, tho' alter'd from pretty to plain, 

Is now more engaging ſince reaſon took place, 
Than when ſhe poſſeſs'd the perfections of face. 


Convinc'd ſhe no more can coquet it and teaze, 
Inſtead of tormenting—ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe ; 
Makes truth and diſcretion the guides of her life, - 
And tho? ſpoil'd for a toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a O, cor 
wife. | | Let | 


$ © NG ccxc. | Wit 
The SK Y-LAR 3 a) 
By the late W1LL1aM SHENSTONE, Eſq. 


FN ©, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies, ] 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way; 
And there on quivering pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 


ty 


ex- 


for 2 


Tell her the ſounds that ſooth her ear, 


(191) 


To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, l 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine; 2 

But aſk the lovely, partial maid, | 7 
What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 1 
And all his flaunting race with ſcorn; we 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, | 
Who ings her praiſe and ſings forlorn. 


8 O N O ent. 
Sung by Mrs. GLOVER, in King HENRY VIIIth. 


8 ſleep why fiy'tt thou from the woes 
That call for pleaſing reſt; e 
O balmy comfort, bring repoſe 

To virtue's-tortuild breaſt! 
The clown that cultivates the ſoil, 

Can thy aſſiſtance find; | 
But what's his labour, to the toil 

Of a deſpairing mind. 


O, come, and in thy airy train 
Let pleaſing viſions play, 

All heav'nly ſounds aſſwage her pain 
With ſome immortal lay: 

The ſweet reward ſhall bleſs thy care ; 
An injur'd queen ſhall fly 

From irkſome day's unpleaſing glare, 
In thy ſoſt arms to lie. 


LUCY: «-B:AL:L 4D, 


3 Lucinda inſpires my fond ſong, | 
In whom Beauty and Virtue ate joia'd ; 
How rare, that to one ſhould belong 


Such graces of perſon and mind! 


How 


( 192). 
For tho' ſome of ſuch charms are poſſeſt, 
As might rival een Cypria's fair queen; 
Yet ſeldom ſuch fair-one's are bleſt 
With Beauty and Virtue I ween. 
E'en the nymph, whoſe bright ſparkling eyes, 
Deal 3 deſtruction oy wry EN. 
When ſhe ſpeaks, we no longer can prize ; 
For a mere pretty idiot ſhe's found. 


And tho? Mira's fine ſenſe all admire, 
Sure her fickleneſs none can approve ; 
Such levity ne'er can inſpire 

The tender ſoft paſſion of love. 


But my Lucy's good-natur'd and free; 
Is ſenſible, witty, and pay ; 

Give, ye gods, but dear Lucy to me, 
And you all my ſuff'rings repay. 


8 N CCXCIII. 

Set by Mr. EAHANUEI.— Sung by Miſs M'Net1r, 
In the New Pantomime of the 
DarGLE or the IXI 0 WEDDING. 

T OW happy, how happy, how happy are we. 

Now Cupid and Hymen in concert agree, 


We'll revel all day in fports and delight, | 
And Hymen and Cupid ſhall govern the night. 


 $-0N-6G-CCXCIV.- 
In the DaxcLt.—Sung by Mrs. GLoves. 


Tune,—Thurot at Carrickfergus. 


OME, haſte to our wedding, ye friends and ye 


| neighbours, | 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delay, 


Forget 


He vic 


1 ſon, 


-4 


und ye He view'd he: potture, and wit graceful alr, 


( 193 ) 
Forget all your ſorrows, your cares, and your labour: 
And let ev'ry heart beat with pleaſure to-day 
Love's votaries all 
Attend to my call ; 
Come revel in raptures that never can cloy : 
Come ſee 
Our ſelicity ! 
Who all the ſweets of the Dargun enjoy. 


Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition 
Still rule uncontroul'd in the breaſts of the great : 
To thoſe turbulent paſſions we give no admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the fools of the ſtate 
We boaſt of no wealth, 
But contentment and health; 
In micth, love and friendſhip our moments employ | 
Come ſee 
Our felicity ! 
Who all the ſweets of the Da GU enjoy. 


Yet reaſon we mix with each innocent pleaſure, 
And temp'rately drink of the full flowing bow! ; 
Be Liberal not Licentious our meaſure, 
Leaſt fatal exceſs ſhould c'erwhelr the free ſoul 
Then away at my bidding, 
To this happy wedding ; ; 
No care ſhall intrude, out blits to annoy : 
Come {ee 
Out teiicity ! 
Who all the ſweets of the DæR GLE enjoy. 


HuMourovs . 15 


Sung by Mr. SHUTER. . a) 
KECF ATIVE 
A on her bed a lovely maid reclin' a, 


Her lover came and cauvht er in the mind, 


in ſong he thus addiets'd the charmi: ig fair 
8 I 
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He. Come, my dear, 
Never fear, 
No one here ſhall harm you ! 
Give to me the pleaſure, 
To enjoy your treaiure z 
J from ills will guard you. 


1 194) 
AIR I. 
Tune, —Ceaſe your funning, &c. 


Fe. Charming creature! 
Ev'ry feature 
Of thy beauteous face, combine 
'To my ruin, 
And undoing, 
If I cannot make you mine. 
Then, ſweet creature, 
Let thy nature | 
With thy beautcous face agree ; 
O, condeſcend, | 
One kiſs to lend, 
And I ſhall ever happy be. 


. 
Tune, —-Marſbal Saxe's minuet, 


Fe. Not at all. 


He. Faith you ſhall. 
She. Indeed I won't my dearee; 
For I do inſiſt | 
That you will defiſt ; 
Indeed the maids will hear you! 
Can't you now be quiet? | 
Don't make ſuch a riot. 
Faith Ill call, 
And I'll bawl, 
O, mv dear, you make me ſqueak! 
Honey, now give over, 
Lou ſhall be my lover, 
In the next place that we meet. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


Shel 


She. Indeed it's all a folly, 


1 meaſure the ſize of my tun, 


61953) 


For I'll call up Molly. 
O take care, 
I can't bear, 

What are you a doing: 
How my heart 1s panting ! 2, 1 
Oh I'm juſt a fainting! 3 | Py, 

Indeed you'll be my ruin! 


Tel de rol, &c. 


A DRINEkING 8 0 N S, 


From a collection publiſhed at Berlin, 


ET Euter go meaſure the fun, 
His knowledge mult truckle to mine, 


And I know it in bottles of wine, 


Let Meyer chop logic for nought, 
A ſylogiſt is but an aſs; 

While, I, without waſting a thought, 
Can iafer from the bottle the laſs. 


Let Haller miſpend half his time, 
O'er moſs, weeds, and rubbiſh to pore; 
I only ſeek out for a rhime, 5 
As himſelf, wiſer once, did beſore. 


Let Bodmer his inference draw, 
And ſtoutly with caſuiſts fight; 

He might as well balance a ſtraw, 
He will never put folly to flight. 


And in ages to come, tho' they cry, 
Such men when again ſhall we fee ! 

While I am forgot—W hat care 1— 

What are ages to come, pray, to me? 


S2 8 ON 
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O N eien 
*OBLIN-HOOD andthe BISHOP 
Sung by Mr. SHUTER. 

S fome will talk of bold Robin-Hood, 
And teme of the barons bold. 


I tell you how he ſerv'd th? biſhop 0 Hereſord, 
When he robbed him of his gold. 


— 


As it ſei! out, at merry Barnſdale, 
Under the ereenwood tree; 

Ihe bi chop of Hereford he was to come by, 
With all his company. 


Dome kill a vat ven'ſon, ſays bold Robin- Hood; 
Come Et me a good vat deer; 
The biſhop of Hereford's to dine with me to PU 
And he ſhall pay well for his cheer. 


We'll! have a vat ven'ſon, ſays bold Robin-Hood, 
And dreſs'n by th' high-way fide 

And we'll watch the bithop narrowly, 
Left fome other way he ſhould ride. 


Ihen Robin Hood he dreſs'd him in fhepherd's attire, 
And ſix of ins men alſo; 

And when the biiiup of Hereford came by, 
About tlie fire they did go. 


O what is the matter? then ſaid the biſhop, 
And for whom do you make this ado; 
And why do you kill of the king's venifon, 

When thy company is ſo ſew ? 


O we are ſhepherds, ſays bold Robin-Hood, 
And we keep ſheep all the year; 

Vet we are dilpos's to he mercy this day, 

And to taite of the king's fallow deer. 


Why you're bold fellows, then faid the biſhop, 


And the king of your doings ſhail know ; | 
'There- 
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Therefore make haſte and come along with me, 
For before the king you ſhall go. 


O pardon, O pardon, ſays bold Robin-Hood, 
O pardon, 1 thee pray: | 

It becomes not one of your lordſhip's coat, 
To take ſo many lives away. 


No pardon, no pardon, then quoth the biſhop, | 1 
No pardon I theeowe; _ 
Therefore make haſte and come along with me, 
For before the king you ſhall go. 


Then Robin-Hcod he plac'd his back againſt a tree, 
And his foot againſt a thorn ; 
And, from underneath his ſhepherd's coat, 

He pulled out his bugle horn. 


He clapp'd the little end unto his mouth, 
And a loud blaſt he did blow; : 
Till three ſcore and ten of bold Robin-Hood's men, 
Came running all of a row. 


All making obeiſance to bold Robin Hood, 
*I'wa: a goodly fight for to ſee; | 

O] what is the matter, maſter, ſays Little John, 
That you blew fo haftily ? 


See here 1s the biſhop of Hereford, 
And nc pardon we're to have ; | 
Then cut off his head, maſter, ſays Little John, 
And throw him into his grave. 


O pardon, O pardon, then ſaid the biſhop, _ 
O pardon, I thee pray: 

For if I had known that it had been you, 
I'd have gone another way. 


No pardon, no pardon, faid bold Robin-Hood, 
No pardon I thee owe; | 


Theretore make haſte and come along with me, 
For to merry Barnfdale you ſhall go. 


8 3 Then 
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1 hen Little John took the biſhop by the hand, 
And led him to merry Barnſdale; 
And he made him to ſtay and ſup with him that night, 
And he drank wine, beer and ale. 


Oh call in the reck'ning, then faid the biſhop, 
For methinks it grows wondrous high; 

Oh "hey me thy purſe, maſter, ſaid Little John, 
And Til tell Thee by and by. 


then Little John he took the biſhop's cloak, 
And he ſpread it upon the ground; 

And, out of the biſhop's portmanteau, 
He told out three hundred pounds, 


Here's money enough, maſter, ſays Little John, 
Is a goodly ſighi for to fee ; 

And it makes me in chaiity with the biſhop, 
Tho heartily he loves not me. 


Then Robin Hood he took the biſhop by the hand, 
And he cauſed the muſick to play; 

And he made th' old biſhop to dance in his boots, 
And be glad he could get fo away. 


8:0 N 0. ECACVHL 


1 S Chioe 55d her needle's art, 
4 A purple drop the {pear 
Made from her heedlefs finger ſtart, 

And from her eyes a tear. 


Ah! might but Chloe, by ber ſmart, 
Be taught for mine to feel; 

ire caus'd by Cupid's piercing dart, 
More ſharp than pointed ſtecl. ; 


Then I her needle wou'd adore, 
Love's arrow it ſhou'd be, 

Indu'd with ſuch a ſubtle power, 

To reach her heart for me 


16 
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LOYE amp 4 CNY T.4Md0CTY; 


Sung by Mr. Corry. 


ONG time my heart did roam inconſtant as the 
wind, 


Lach girl | fo; I ſwore | lov'd, till one my heart con- 


fin'd: 
The maid was blithe, was young, was fair, from af- 
fectation free, 


No imperfection did appear While ſhe look d kind on 
me. 


To her my pain I told, and all my grief confeſs'd, 
The inſolence of female pride her cold diſdain expreſe'd ; 
The beauty I eſteem'd before appear'd deformity, 
Each charm I thought had charms no more, ſhe was 
unkind to me. 


Forbear fond youth no more the fex's weakneſs ſcan, 
Lis not inconſtancy nor pride, but tryal of the man, 
When time had prov'd my flame ſincere, ſhe own'd the 
| ſame for me: 
Not love alone can win the fair, but love and con- 
ſtancy. 


8 -O N G CC. 


Nancy, wilt thou go with me, 

Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town: 
Can filent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot and ruſlet gown? 
No longer dreſs'd in filken ſheen, 
No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
Say canſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


O Nan- 
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O Nancy ! when thou'rt far away, 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind? 
Say canſt thou face the parching ray, 
Nor ſhrink before the wint'ry wind ? 
O can that ſoft and gentle mien 
Extremes of hardſhips learn to bear, 
Nor, ſad, regret each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


O Nancy! can'ſt thou love ſo true, 

Thro' perils keen with me to go; 

Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 

To ſhare with him the pangs of woe? 

Say ſhould diſeaſe or pain befal, 

Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care, 

Nor wiſtful thoſe gay ſcenes recal, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath * 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling ſigh, 
And che ar with ſmiles the bed of death? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay 
Stre w flowers, and drop the tender tear? 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair. 


S ON G ccci. 


RS. PF-E NT ANCE 
By Miis SOPER, 


1 LL attendants apart, 
1 I examin'd my heart, 
1 Laſt nig when Tlay'd me to reſt; 
ö And methinks Pm inclin'd 
Io a change of my mind, 
For ycu know ſecond thoughts are the beſt. 


To | 


Ih 


F e -c_ 
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'T'o retire from the croud, 
And make ourſelves good, 
By avoiding of ev'ry temptation ; 
Iz in truth to reveal 
What we'd better conceal, 
That our paſſions want ſome regulation, 


Twill much more redound 
'To our praiſe to be found 
In a world fo abounding with evil, 
OUnſpotted and pute 
Tho' not fo demure; 
And to wage open war with the devil. 


In bidding farewell 

loo the thoughts of a cel}, 

I'll prepare for a militant life; 
And, if brought to diſtreſs, 
Why then— I'll confeſs, 

Ard do penance in ſhape of a wife. 


e 
Sung by Mr. WII pk, in the Oracle. 
| Tune, Under the Green-wood ſhade. 


F you wonder, my fair, thata ſtatue ſhou'd move, 
Shou'd ſpeak, and na longer inſenſible prove, 
Shou'd ſpeak, &c. 
Reflect that no pow'r in nature's above 
The charms and the magic of love. 


If Amphion cou'd raiſe up a wall by his lyre, 

If Orpheus the rocks and the trees cou'd inſpire, 
If Orpheus, &c. | 

No wonder a ſtatue's inflam'd with deſiie, 

By beauty's promethean fire. 


By harmony planets in orbits do roll; 
To. Tis harmony rules all, from pole unto pole, 
Sl "Tis harmony, &c. _ 
0 


—— —— —̃ ——— —— 2 ry a > 2/09. — 


(202 


No wonder that beauty ſhou'd govern the whole, 
For beauty is harmony's ſoul. 


$ 0 N & Seem 
Sung by Mr. and Mrs. WII p ER, in the Oracle. 


Tune, - Caſt, my love, thine eyes around. 


He. E us ev'ry tranſport prove, 

Let our lives be one ſweet May, 

Know no Oracle but love, | 

And his pow'r alone obey, 

Know no Oracle, &c. 

Of my Cintkia, thus poſſeſs'd, 

Never lover was fo bleſs'd: 
Of my Cinthia, &c, 


She. Words can faintly ſpeak the joy 
Ee That, in tides, o'erflows my breaſt; 
Thanks to Jove's propitious boy, 
Happy, oh! thiice happy bleſs'd. 
* Words, &c. | 
WM Love at once all bleſſings gives; 
i Charmer, lovely charmer, lives, 
Love at once, &c. 


$eth. Let us every tranſport prove, &c. & c. &c. 
88 O N G ccealv. 
The C Ii EAT APOLOGY. 


By Mr. ELLIs. 


F OOK round the wide world each profeſſion you'll 
find 8 oe os 

Hath ſomething diſhoneſt, which myſt'ties they call; 

Each knave points another, at home is ſtark blind, 


Except, but his own, there's a cheat in them all: 
. | When 


WIOLZ, EH ».-> 
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For flattery's his province, cajoling his trade. 
The prieſt will inſtruct you this world to deſpiſe, 
Wich all its vain pomp, for a kingdom on high; 


He'll plead you the goſpel your charge to evade, 


Wich ſteady aſſurance all crime will evade: 


| Write largely the pharmacop league to uphold, 


Are held in repute for their glittering parade: 


bs ( 203 ) 
When tax'd with impoſture the charge he'll evade, 
And like Falſtaff pretends he but lives by his trade. 


The hero ambitious (like Philip's great ſon, 

Who wept when he found no more miſchief to do) 
Ne'er ſcruples a neighbouring realm to o'er-run, 
While ſlaughters and carnage his ſabre imbrue. 

Of rapine and murder the charge he'll evade, 

For conqueſt is glorious, and fighting his trade. 


The ſtateſman, who ſteers by wife Machiavel's rules, 
Is ne'er to be known by his tongue or his face; 
They're traps by him us'd to catch credulous fools, 
And breach of his promiſe he counts no diſgrace ; 
But policy calls it, reproach to evade, 


While earthly preferments are chiefly his prize, 
And all his purſuits give his doctrine the lie; 


The lab'rour's entitled to live by his trade. 
The lawyer's as oft on the wrong ſide as right, 
Who tortures for fee the true ſenſe of the laws, 
While lack he by ſ>hiftry proves to be white, 
And fal hood and pc:jury lifts in his cauſe ; 


His client's his care, and he follows his trade. 


The ſons of Machaon who thirfty for gold, 
The patient paſt cure viſit thrice in a day, 


While poverty's left to diſcates a prey; 
Their praQice is great, and they ſhine in their trade. 
Since then in all ſtations impoſture is found, 


No one of another can juſtly complain; The 
| ie 
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The coin he receives will paſs current around, 
And where he is cozen'd he cozens again: 
But I, who for cheats this apology made, 
Cheat myſelf by my rhyming, and ſtarve by my trade. 


Oh 
V An 
Sung by Sir CALLAGHAN O'BRaALAaGHAN, in T4 
LOVE-A-LA-MO PDE. In p 
Ln other men ſing of their goddeſſes bright, | * 
That darkens the day and enlivens the night, 
I'll fing of a woman, of ſuch fleſh and blood, | Wh 
That a touch of her finger wou'd do your heart good. 
Ten times in a day to my charmer I come, 
To tell her my paſſion, but can't, I'm ſtruck dumb; 
For Cupid he ſeizes my heart with ſurprize, 
That my tongue falls a-ſleep at the ſight of her eyes. The 
_ Your little dog Pompey, is my rival I ſee, | | an 
You kiſs him, and hug him, but frowns upon me; The 
Then prithee, dear Charlotte, abuſe not your charms, Att 
Inſtead of dog Pompey, take me to your arms. Wit! 


Ai 0 d rob 
LORD MAYOR: DAY. 


RECETA.T-IV.E. 


RITONS attend, ] ſing in merry lay, | 

The feats achieved upon a Lord Mayor's day: 
W hat ſurfeits caught, what feeding when they dine, 
What ſober citizens get drunk by nine: 
What ſights are ſeen, what rattling, fuſs, and noite, 
Of coaches, carts, men, women, girls, and boys 
Who ſtreets, bulkts, windows, tops of houſes throng, 
To view his lordſhip paſs in ſtate along. 

| A IX. 


ms, 
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AIR. 


Tune, - 0% London is d fine town, &c. 


Oh! Lord Mayor's ſbow, fo brave and gay, does ho- 
nour to the city, 

And old and young, and rich and poor, muſt own *tis 
valily pretty; 

To ſee the gilded coach and ſix, and man in armour 
ride, 

In pomp and ſplendor, from Guildhall, unto the water 
ſide. 

And when in barges cloſely pent, ſuch plenty of good 
cheer, 


What pity 'tis, ſo fine a light ſhould come but once a 
year! 


Oh! Lord Mayor 5 ſhow, ſo ben ve, &c. 
KEE TATIVE. 


_ The buſtle o'er, the cavalcade gone by, 


The mob diſpers'd, to dinnei's all the cry, 


With haſten'd ſteps, as keeneſt hunger calls, 


The ſtarv'd mechanicks ſeek their diff rent halls. 
At the ful! groaning board each takes his ſeat, - 
With brandiſh'd knife and fork, prepar'd to eat. 


A IX. 


Tune, —Ghofts of ev'ry 6ccupation, & c. 


Cits of ev'ry occupation, | 
Lv'ry age and ev'ry ation, 
Parſons, juſtices of querum, 
All with napkins tuck'd before 'em, 
Preſt to have their plates fill'd ſirſt: 
With the vicuals here ſuch work is, 
Snatching turiles,. geeſe, and turkies ; 
Hares with puddings in their bcliics, 
Cheeſecakes, cuftards, tarts and jelliee. 
Bawling, ſwearing, 
Cutting, tearing, 
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Sweating, puffing, 
Licking, ſtuffing, 
Juſt as if they all would burſt. 


KECTIATIVE. 


Their proweſs now in eating having prov'd, 
The diſhes empty'd, and the cloth remov'd; 
Again the table ſmiles with wine and ale, 
And toaſts and bumpers ev'ry where prevail. 


Some talk, fome laugh, ſome ſmoke, ſome ſnoring lie, 


And ſome with jovial ſongs old cate defy. 


AIR. 
Tune,—Come hither my country 'ſquire, RC. 


Come fill the glaſs to the brink, 
Briſk wine {oon away ſorrow drives; 

Like cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink 
Confuſion to bailiffs and wives, | 


Chor. Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking, and joking, 
Such guzzling here you ſee ; 
The buck and furr'd gown together fit down, 
And all are good company. 


To enjoy life while we may, 
Pi} prove ſrom the ſcriptures is right; 
Old Lot us'd, they ſay, to fuddle all day, 


And lie with his doxy at night. 
Chor. Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking, &c. 


RECITHTATIYE 


But ſoon the luſcious grape ſo potent grows, 

Mirth and good humour turn to words and blows ; 
Now rogue and cuckold thro' the hall reſound, 

And wigs, and canes, and cravets ftrew the ground ; 
Till bright Aurora rears her roſy head, | 
And bids the noiſy crew reel home to bed. 


AI R 
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ATR. 
Tune,——There was a jovial beggar, &c. 


Let heroes both by land and ſea, 
Their deeds in battle boaſt ; 
They only fame acquire now, 
Who eat and drink the molt. i 
Then a guttling we will go, will go, will go, {8 
Then a guttling we will go. b 


in ftory we are told of one, 
An ox ſlew with his fiſt ; 
Then at a meal he eat him up; 
Gods! what a glorious twilt ! 
'Then a guttling, &c. 


If then good eating's ſo renown'd, 
Be this each Briton's pray'r, 
* God bleſs the court of aldermen, 
The ſheriffs, and lord mayor. 
When a guttling they do go, do go, do go, 
When a guttling they do go. e 


S O N G Cccvi. 


USH about the briſk bowl, 'twillenlixen tlie heart, 
Whilſt at the Red Lion we ſit; | 
'The drawer he knows how to ſcore up the quart, 
Without being reckon'd a cheat. 


The judge ſome poor wretches are doomed to cuile, 
Whilſt others a pardon can get ; 

Yet his lordſhip does know how to manage a purſe, 
Without being reckon'd « cheat. 


The greecy churchwarden, whoſe belly grows big, 
Who at expence of the pariſh gives treat ; 

Can cook it, to feaſt on fat {owls and roaſt pig, 1 

R ___ Without being reckon'd a cheat. | 45 


1 2 
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The beau thinks the ladies afeRtion to win, 

When the tailyman's cloaths do him fit; 

'Tho' at Sommertet-gardens, the Park and Gray's-inn, 
Poor F ribble maſt pais for a cheat. 


ire Forward is known by th' air of her drefs, 
With painting and patches ſo neat; _ 
Tho' modeſty maſks her diſſembling face, 
ler tongue will pronounce her a cheat. 


Old Cable the quaker, who's never dreſs'd gay, 
At mezting ſtarts up from his ſeat ; 

Tho he ſpeaks what the ſpirit does move him to ſay, 
At his ſhop he's both liar and cheat. 


The grocer, whenever a cuſtomer comes, 
Is ready with ſcales fo compleat, 

To ſerve with freſſi cotee, tea, ſugar, or plumbs, 
Without being reckon'd a cheat. 
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den the lawyers and doctors bring in their long bill, 
You find 4 5 brimſul of deceit; 

And the ſtateſmen their coffers bow how to fll, 
Vhile they reckon the tradeſman a cheat. 


e 


S oF ee 
— - 5 Ye 5 
IE « — 


'#'S 


4 > ven i. ne. ſince jealouſy troybles our heads, 
i | hat one can another outwit, 
H "take of our briſk bowls, and go Tuddied to bed; 
For life is no more than a cheat, a cheat, 
For life 15 no more than a cheat. 


IRISH S ON 6. 


Tune,—When F <was a young man, I fat in, &c. 


n eęirls of Kilkenny, ſo buxom and friſky, 
& | Wou'd oftentimes treat me- with claret and 
whiſky. Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Caſe why, | cou'd dance, ſing and caper ſo gaily, 
Aad my heart was as ſtout as the heart of Shilaley. 
| Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But 
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But Cupid the blinker that arch miſchief- maker, 


For Ruggedy Madge caus'd my bowels to quake, fir, 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Oh! Ruggedy Madge was the fair creature's name, fir, 
For 7 whom my poor boſom was all in a flame, fir. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But oh! when I came to addreſs and adore her, 
1 tumbled down backwards ſtrait forwards before her, 
Botheroo, Didderoo, 


Sweet creature ſaid I can you fancy a lover, 
That now will conceal what he now will diſcover. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But ſhe with her looks and her tongue gan to jeer me, 
And ſhutting her eyes -was reſolv'd not to hear me. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Struck dumb with this uſage, Gaid I, you falſe crea- 
ture, 
You'll meet with your match neither ſooner nor later. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Then all ye young lovers by me take a warning, 
And pay no 8 to their flouting and ſcorning. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


80 boldly reſolve to be buxom and jolly, 
For it magnifies nothing to die melancholy. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Then when you are dead, they will treat you with 
laughter, 
And call you a fool all your life ever after. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 
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8 G N G Cœcix. 
A NIGHT WISH. 


| "GAL my goddeſs of the night, 

By whoſe kind taper's ſilver light 
I ſteer my courſe to reſt: 
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With Jockey's wiſh would you comply, 
And with me every night but lie, 
Sure none could be more bleſt. 


The imperious Turk might boaft his choics 


Of numbers liſt'ning to his voice, 
ho gladly proftrate fall: 

Let but my w:ih obtain conſent, 

With thee one night in pleaſure ſpent, 
Would far exceed 'em all. 


The mighty Jove would loathe his ſtate ; 
Would quit for my more happy fate 
The manſion of the ſky; 
Would think eternity a ſpan; 
Cancel the god to be a man; 
A man! as bleſt as I. 


Nor would J envy his great bliſs, 
Vito all the heav'nly dames can kiſs, 
And revel in their charms; 


J vrould not change with Mars, when gay 


ith Venus in the Bulky way, 
Thy lovely hugging arms. 


Believe my with ſincerely true ; 
Believe me, Kitty, prithee do, 

And grant me what I love 
Exalted pleaſure you will take, 
When by one kindreſs you can make 

A man more bleſt than Jove, 


Cone then to bed, my black'd-ey'd wench. 


Tie nuptial fetter does but quench 
The free-born flame of love; 


Fry but the joy of one ſhort night, 


And if not raviſh'd with delight, 
For ever from me rove. 


K r a 2 


C ANT 


dee 


Er 
E ANT AT A. 
Set to Muſic by Dr. Haves. 


Aughter ſweet of voice and air, 
Gentle Echo, haſte thee here, 
From the vale where all around, 

Rocks to rocks return the ſound ; 
From the ſwelling ſurge that roars, 
Gainſt the tempeſt-beaten ſhores, 
From the filent moſs-grown cell, 
Haunts of warbling Philomel ; 
Where unſeen of man you lie, 

Queen of woodland harmony. 


| RECTFTATIV-E:: 
Liſten nymph divine, and learn 
Strains to make Narciſſus burn; 
Hark the heav'nly ſong begins, 
Air be ſtill, breathe ſoft ye winds, 


Peace ye noiſy feather'd choir, 
While Dione ftrikes the lyre. 


AIX. 


See each eye, each raviſh'd ear, 
Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to hear, 

All around enchantment reigns, 
Such the magic of her ſtrains; 
Which if thou canſt but learn, 
Soon will make Narciſſus burn. 


KECITATIVE.. 
Echo, ſhould they fail to move, | | 
His obdurate heart to love, 


Borrow, for ſhe well can ſpare, 
Borrow her enchanting air. 


AIR. 


Learn her eaſe and elegance 
Of motion in the airy dance; 
Learn the grace with which ſhe ſtrays, f 
Through the light fantaſtick maze; 4 
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Add a thouſand charms untold, 
Should Narciſſus {till be cold, 


Charms the leaſt of which would move, 
His ob Jurate heart to love. 


F141 TT Z-G0 1.0 4.0 
A NEW | 
ENG LI HH VP R.0 4-$- 
As it was performed at the 
Theatre-Rggal in COVENT-GARDEN, 
On Thur/day the 24th of February, 1763. 


By Mr. Beard, Miſs Brent, Signior Tenducci, Pit, 
Boxes, Galleries, & c. &c. 


The Words adapted (al Burleſquo) to the favourite 
Airs in the Or ERA of ART AXERX ES. 


dl OA 5 


SOT. SCENE-T 


„ Enter Miſs BEN T and Sig. Texpuccr, 
3 1 Miſs Brent. 
—_ ;-RECITATF#FY ©; 
Jed Nſtead of filence—what a noiſe is here? 
1 Methinks the audience are mighty queer. 
| Tenducci. 
I will away to quell theſe mutineers, 
Adieu—Tl! ſend a file of muſqueteers. 


Miſs 


6213) 
Miſs Brent. 


Vet ſtay Tenducci for perhaps ſuch force, | 
Inſtead of quelling them, may make em worſe. 


DUETTINO. 
(Dear Aurora, prithee flay.) 


Prithee, Fitzgiggo, let us play, 
Or go quietly away; 

Think how much we undergo; | 
Anſwer general—Yes or Wo. 


Enter Mr. Beard in @ hurry. 


RECITATIVO, 


Ha ! what the devil can they mean by this? 
Something is ſurely very much amiſs ; | 
Shall I, ſhall I, who am your chief commander, 
Be hiſs'd at thus, by every gooſe or gander ? 


AIR. | 
(In infancy our hopes and fears.) 
By Miſs Brent (to Mr. Beard.) 
To mitigate our hopeleſs fears 
Submit and pleaſe the town; 


They'll throw the ſeats about your ears, 
And tear the boxes down : 


(To the Audience.) 


O clear him then of this offence, 
The ſcenes and ſconces ſpare ; 
Conſider but his great expence, 
And oh, how /mall his ſbare ! 
Grand Chorus by the Pit. 
Yesor No!—Yes or No! 


RECIT 
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RECITATIVO. 
Mr. Beard. 


I pray now, gentlemen, but grant this favour, 
Lalways have perform'd my beſt endeavour 
To pleaſe your different taſtes and diſpoſition, 
Therefore I beg you'd hear my poor petition, 
Nor think me guilty of an impoſition. 


AIR. 


Mr. Beard. 
(Let not rage thy boſom firing. } 


Let not rage this houſe ſet fire on, 
Pity, tho' you diſapprove ; 

Sure your hearts are hard as iron, 
When an op'ra cannot move: 
See your fay'rite Brent a fainting, 

See Tenducci ſtiff appears ; 
Save each gentle boſom panting, 
 _ Diffipate their tender fears. 
Ceaſe, Fitzgiggo Ceaſe inquiring 
Into manageric arts; | 
Sit as ye were wont, admiring 
How we all perform our parts: 
Ceaſe, ye bucks, to make a riot, 
Loet no dreadful noiſe be heard; 
Prithee let us be at quiet, | 
Nor diſtreſs your Johnny Beard. 


RECTITATIVSO, 
1 1 From the Pit. 
Ti , We'll hear no mote—Say then, before you go 
Wi Anſwer the queſtion— Will ye? Yes or Wo. 
CHORUS. 
Zy the awhole houſes 
Yes or No !——Yes or No! 
Ves or No! — Yes or NO 


'KECIT. 
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RECITATIVO. 


Mr. Beard. 


To fay the truth! tell ye all together, 
It is not in my power to ſay either; 
But this I ſay— I've got as good a band, 
(I flatter me) as any ir. the land, 


| Ormnes. 

Off! off! Sir, off! at once inform the town: 
Either your houſe, your pride, or price muſt down. 
Mr. Beard. 

There never was an opera before | 
At common price And fo I'll ſay no more. 


Exit in a paſſion. 
Tenducci. 15 „ 
Ah me, miſs Brent - What muſt we do? 
| | Miſs Brent. 
I cannot tell—Sweet Signior, what ſay you? 
| ATR 


Sig. Tenducci. 
(If Cer the cruel tyrant love.) 


Tf &er ſuch cruel tyrants reign'd 
At opera's before ; | | 
Pray what would eunuchs e'er have gain'd 
hy bravo and encore? | 
Forbear to fan the raging flame 
Which Fitzgig did create; 
Nor let your rage ſupplant your ſhame, 
To fix theattic fate. 
Ihen ceaſe to tear the boxes down, 
And terrify each heart; 
For O!] find the town inclin'd 
To take Titzgiggo's palt. 


RECHI:: 
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RECITATIVO. 


By the Upper Gallery. 
Begin the duſt! and let the benches fly! 
This treatment, gentlemen, is all my eye. 

Middle Gallery. 

Why Johnny Beard! Jack Beard, why don't you come? 
Begin! Begin!—'Tis plain it's all a hum, 

Miſs Brent. 
Signior Tenducci we had beſt retire ; 

Tenducci. 

We muſt, or all the fat will be in th' fire. 

Miſs Brent. 


Hark! hark! the ſeats and boxes gin to chatter ! 
The windows jingle! and the ſconces clacter!? 
They come! they come! Fitzgiggo leads em on; 


Signior Tenducci—let us now be gone. 


Then haſte, ye dancers, fingers, do not ſtay, 
And well dreſt fidlers prithee fneak away. 


_ Exeunt Ambo. 
CHORU-S. 
By the Pit. 

(For bis father he loſt when he murdered his king.) 
Then ſince Beard comes no more let's to work in a trica. 
For our favour he loſt, when he rais'd the full price. 

Grand Babel-building Chorus, by the whole houſe, of 

Bucks, Bloods, &c. clattering, claſhing, cracking, 
tearing, rending, &c. &c. &C. | 15 


